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P O EMS 

By Mr. GAY. 

TALE Sv 



AN ANSWER 

to THE SOMPNER'S PRQLOGUE OP CHAUCER. 
IN IMITATION OF CHAUCER'S STYLE. 

'^HE Sompner leudly hath his prologue told, 
-*- And faine on the Freers his talc japing and bold ; 

How that in Hell they fearchen near and wide, 

And DC one Freer in all thilke place cfpydc : 

But lo ! the devil turnM his erfe al)OUt, 

And twenty thoufand Freers wend in and out. 

By which in JeofFry's rhyming it appears. 

The devil's belly is the hive of Freers. 

Now liftneth lor^ngs I forthwith ye ihall hear. 

What happcnd at a houijt; in Lancafhire. 

A mtfere that had londs aiKl tenement. 

Who rakcth from his villaioes taxes and rent, . 

TOL. II. B Ownedl 
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•Owned a houfe \idiich emptye long yftood. 
Full deeply iited ia a derkning wood ; 
Murmriflg a (hallotv brook runneth along, 
Mong the round flones it maken doleful fong. 

Now there fpreaden a rumour that everich night 
The rooms yhaunted been by many a fprite j 
The miller avoucheth, and all thereabout, 
That they full oft' hearen the belli fh rout; 
Some faine they hear the jingling of chains, 
And fome'hath yheard the pfautries ftraines.; 
At midnight fome the heedlefs horfe ymeet. 
And fome efpicn a corfe in a white Ihcet, 
And oother things, faye, elfin, and elfe, 
And ihapes that fear createn to itfelfe. 

Now it fo hapt, there was notferre away. 
Of grey Frcers a fair and rich Abbaye, 
Where liven a Freer yclcpcd Pere Thomas, 
Who daren alone in derkc through church-yerds pafs. 

This Freer would lye in thilke houfe all night, 
Irt hope he might efpyen a dreadful fprite. 
-He taketh candle, beades, and holy watere, 
And legends 6ke of Saintes, and bookes of prayere. 
He entereth the room, and looketh round about. 
And hafpen the door, to hafpen the goblin out. 
The candle hath he put cJofe by the bed, 
A nd in low tone his a've marye faid. 
With water now bcfprihkled hath the floore, 
And maken crofs on key-hole/^ of ihe doorc. 
Ne was there not a moufe-hole in thilke place. 
But he ycruifed hath by God his grace : * 

He 
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Ht crof&d hath this, and eke he eroded thaty 
V*'kh bfMidicite and God knows what. 

Notr he goeth to bed and Heth adownt 
"When the clock had juft (kick en the twelfth foan. 
Bethiflketh him now what the caufe had ybeen, 
Why many fpritcs by mortals hare been Teen. 
Hem rcmembreth how Dan Plutarch bath yfcd 
That Cacfar's fprite came to Brute his !)ed ; 
Of chains that frighten erft Aitemidore, 
The tales of Fline, Valere, and many more. 

Hen thinketh that -fome murdere here been done. 
And he mought fee fome bloodye gbofl anone, 
Or that fome orphlines writings here be itor'd, 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board : 
Or thinketh hem, if he might fee no fprite, 
Tbc Abbaye mought buy this houfe cheap outright. 

As hem thus thinketh, anone aflcep he lies, 
Vp ftarten Sathanas with faucer cvcs. 
He turned the Freer upon his face downright, 
Bifplaying his nether cheeks full hroad and white. 
Then quoth Daa Sathanas as he thwacked him fore, 
1 hoo didd forget to guard thy poftern-door. 
There is an hole which hath not crolfed been : 
Fircwcl, from whence I came, I creepen in. 

Now plain it is ytcllcn in my verfe. 
If Devils in hcTl bear Freers in their erfe, 
0:\ caith the Devil in Freers doth ydwell ; 
^'crc there no Freers, the Devil mought kceip ia Hell. 
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WORK FOR A COOPER, 
A T A L £• 

A MAN may lead a happy life, 
•*^ Without that needful thing a wife : 
^his long have lufty Abbots known, 
Who ne'er knewjpoufes — of their own. 

What though your lioufe be clean and neat. 
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat ; 
Though you each day invite a friend, 
Though he fliould every difh commend ; 
On Baglhot-heath your mutton fed, 
Your fowls at Brentford bom and \)re(\ ; 
Tlwugh purell wine your cellars boaft. 
Wine worthy of the faireft toaft; 
Yet there are other things requir'd : 
Ring, and let 's fee the maid you hir'd. — 
Blefs me ! thofe hands might hold a broom, 
Twirle round a mop, 'and wafh a room : 
A batchelor his maid fhould keep. 
Not for that fervilc ufe to fweep ; 
Let her his humour underftand. 
And turn to every thing her hand. 
Get you a lafs tiiat 's youngj and tight, 
Whofe arms are, like her apron, white. 
What though her Ihift be feldom feen, 
I^et that, though coarfe, he always clean ; 
She might each morn your tea attend, 
And on your wrift your ruffle mend j 

Then 
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Then, if you brcafc a roguilh jeft, 

Or fquecze her hand, or pat her brcaO, 

She cri«s, Oh, dear Sir, don't be naught f " 

And blulhes fpeak her laft night's fault. 

To her your houfliold cares con6^. 

Let your keys jingle at her fide. 

A footman's blunders teaze and fret ye ; 

Ev'n while you chide, }?ou fmile on Betty» 

Difcharge htm "then, if he *s too fpruce j 

For Betty 's for his mafter*s ufc. 

Will yoxx your amorous fancy baulky 
For fear fome prudi(h neighbour talk ? 
But you'H ot>je^, that yeu *re afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid. 
Befides, your wifer heads will fay, 
That (he who tu-rns her hand this way^ 
From one vice to another drawn, 
Will lodge your filvcr-fpoons in pawn.: 
Has not tke homely wrinkled jade 
More need to karn the pilfering trade ?* 
For love ail Betty*s wants fupplics. 
Laces her (hoes,. Iter manteau dyes. 
All her (hiff-fuits (he iangs away. 
And wears thread-fatrin every day. 

Who then a dirty drab would hire,. 
Brown as the hearth of kkchen-fire ; 
When all »ull own, w«re Betty put 
To the black ducies of the flut/ 
As well (he fcours or fcrobs a floor. 
And dill is good for fomething more ^ 

B. 3 Thus, 
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Thusy to avoid the greater vice,. 
I knew a Prieft, of confcicncc nice, 
To quell his luft for neighbour's fpoufe. 
Keep fornication in his houfe. 

But your/re impatient all this time,. 
Fret at my counfel, curfe my rhyme. 
Be fatisfy'd : I '11 talk, no more. 
For thus my tale begins — Of yore 
There dwelt at Blois a Prieft full fair. 
With rolling eye and crifped hair ; 
His chin hung low, his brow was ileek,. 
Plenty lay balking on his cheek ; 
Whole days at cloyfter*grates he fate. 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 
So feelingly, the Nuns lamented 
That double-bars were e*cr invented. 
If he the wanton wife confeft, 
Wich dowocafl eye, and heaving breaft; 
He ftroak*d her cheek to fHU her fear. 
And talk'd of (ins en cavalier ; 
£ach time enjotn'd her penance mild, 
And fondled on her like his child. 
At every jovial goflip's feaft 
f^ere Bernard was a welcome gueft; 
Mirth fuffer'd not the lead reftraint. 
He could at will ihake off the faint; 
Nor frown'd he when they freely fpoke. 
But fhook his fides, and took the joke ; 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jeft, 
Aod ihar'd the fms which they confeft. 



Yft 



T A L £ 'S^ 
Ycr, that he might not always roam^ 
He kept conveniencies at home. 
Hk maid was in the bloom of beauty^. 
WclHimb'd for every focial duty ; 

He meddled with no houfhold cares. 

To her conlign'd his whole affairs : 

She of his (ludy kept- the keys. 

For he was iludious-*of his eafe : 

She had the power of all his locks, 

Gould rummage every cheft and box j 

Her honcfty fuch credit gain'd, 

Not ev'n the cellar was reftrain*d. 
In troth it was a goodly (how, 

Lin'd with full hogfheads all a-row. 

One veflcl, from the rank removM, 

Far dearer than the reft he lov'd; 

Pvur la bonne ffoucbe *twas fet afide. 

To all but choiceft friends deny'd. 

He now and then would fend a quart,. 

To warm fome wife's retentive heart, 

Againft confeflion's fullen hour : 

Wine has all fecrets in its power. 

At common feafts it bad been wafte. 

Nor was it. fit for layman's tafte. 

If monk or friar were his gueft, 

They drank it ; for they know the bcft. 

Nay, he at length fo fond was grown. 

He always drank it when — alone. 
Who iball recount his civil lalx>urs, 

lo pious viiict to his neighbours ) 

B 4 Whcnc'wr 
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Wlicnc*er weak haiW^ went aftray, 
He gucfs'd their wives were in the way i . 
Twas theft his charity was fliowu. 
He chofc to fee them when alone. 

Now was he bent on cuckoldom : * 
He knew friend Dennis was from home ; 
His wife (a poor n<:gle6Vcd beauty, 
D;;frauded of a hu(band*s duty) 
Had often told him at confeflion, 
How hard flic ftruggled 'gainft tranfgrcflion. 
He now refolves, in heat of blood. 
To try how firm her virtue flood. 
He knew that wine (to love beft aid) 
Has oft' made lx)ld the (hame-fac'd maid, 
Taught her to romp, and take more freedoms. 
Than nymphs train'd-up at Smith's or Necdham's, 

A mighty bottle flrait he chofe. 
Such as might give two Friars their dofe. 
Nannette he call'd : the cellar-door 
Slie ftraight unlocks, dcicends before ; 
He followed clofe. But when he fpies 
His favourite cafk ; with lifted eyes 
And lifted hands aloud he cries, 
Heigh-day ! my darling wiiie aftoop 1 
It muft, ala^ ! have fprung a hoop. 
That there 's a leak is paft all doubt^ 
(Rcply'd the maid)-^l *11 find it out^ 
She (ets tiic candle down in hafte, 
Tucks her white apron round her waift* 

I The I 
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The hogflicad's mouldy fide afccnds; 
She flraddles wide, and downward bends : 
So k)w the floops co feek thcflaw. 
Her coats rofe up, her m after faw— 
I fee — he cri?$i— (then clafft her foil) 
The leak through which my wine has pad. 

Then aii in liafte the maid ddfoended. 
And in a trice the leak was anended. 
He found in Naimecte all he wanted^ 
So Dennis' brows remained unpkrtfed. 

Ere fiDce. this tune, all lufty Frian 
(Warm'd with predominant dcfins. 
Whene'er the fleib with fpirit <iuancl«) 
Look oa ifce itx as leaky barrels. 
Beware of thdEs, ye jealous fpovfei ! 
From fuch-like coopers guaed yxmr houfes ; 
For, if they find not work at home. 
For jobbs cfamugh all the towa tbe^ roam.. 
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THE ECLu I vo c ation;. 

A TALE. 

A N Abbot rich (whofe tafle was good* 
■^^ Alike .in fcience and in food). 
His Bilhop had rciblv'd to treat; 
The Bifhop came, the Biflsop eat. 
*Twas filence, till their ftomachs faiPd; 
And now at Heieticks they raird. 
What Herefy (the Prelate faid) 
Is in that Church where Priefts may wed ! ' 
Do not we take the Church for life } 
But thofe divorce her for a wifej 
Like laymen, keep her in their houfes. 
And own the children oftheipfpoufes.. 
Vile praftices ! the Abbot cry'd. 
For pious ufe we 're fet aiide 1 
Shall we take wives ? Marriage at bed- 
Is but carnality profeft ! 

Now, as the Bifliop took his glafs^^ 
He fpy'd our Abbot's buxom kfs, 
Who crofs'd the room ;. he mark'd her eye 
That gibw'd with love; his pulfe beat high* 
Fye, father, fye, (the Prelate cries) 
A maid fo young I for ihame, be wife. 
Thefe indifcretions lend a handle 
To lewd lay»tongues, to give us fcandal. 

% For 
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For your vow's fake, this rule I give t* ye : 
Let all your maids be turn*d of fifty. 

The Pricft rcply'd, I have not fwerv^d. 
But your chafte prece{>t well obfcrv'd : 
That lafjs full twenty-five has told; 
I 've yet another who 's as old"; 
Into one fum their ages caftj 
So both my maids have fifty pafl. 

The Prelate fmilM, but durft not blame ; 
For why ? his Lordfhip did the fame. 

Let thofe who reprimand their brothers, 
firft mend the faults they End in others. 
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A TRU» STORY 

O F A N 

APPARITIOIT. 

SCEPTICKS (whofc ftrcngth of «?gu«ent mak^ out^ 
That wifdom*s deep enquiries end in doubt) 
Hold this aflertion pofitive and clear, 
That fprites ate pure deliafions, raisM fey fear. 
Not that fam'd gholt, which in prefaging found- 
CalFd Brutus to Pliilippi's fetal ground, 
Nor can Tiberius Gracchus' goary ftiade^ 
Thefe ever-doubting difputants perfuade. 
Straight they with fmiks reply, Thofe tales of old: 
By vifionary Priefts were made and told. 
Oh, might fome ghoft at dead of night appear. 
And make you own convi£tion by your fear .»• 
I know your fneers my eafy faith accufe. 
Which with fuch idle legends fcares the Mufe : 
But think not that I tell thofe vulgar fprights. 
Which frighted boys relate on winter nights. 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, 
How headlefs horfes drag the clinking chain, 
Night-roaming ghofts, by fauccr eye-balls known, 
The common fpeftres of each country-town. 
No, I fuch fables can hke you defpife. 
And laugh to hear thefe nurfc- invented lies. 
Yet has not oft' the fraudful guardian's fright 
CompclI'd him to rcftore an orphan's right ? 

And 
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And can we doubt that horrid ghoAs afcend, 
Which on the confcious murderer's fleps attend ? 
Hear then, and let atteded truth prevail; 
From faithiful lips I learnt the dreadful talc. 

Where Ardeji's foreft fpreads its limits wide, 
Whofe branching paths the doubtful road divide, 
A traveler took his folitary way. 
When low beneath the hills was funk the day. 
And now tlie ikies with gathering darknefs lour. 
The branches rufUe with the threatened fliower } 
Widi fttdden blafls the forefV murmurs loud^ 
Indented lightnings cleave the fable cloud, 
Thunder on thunder breaks, the temped roars, 
And heaven difcliarges all its watery {lores. 
The wandering traveler Shelter feeks in vain, 
And fhrinks and (hivers with the beating rain ; 
On his deed's neck the flacken*d bridle lay, 
Who chofe with cautious ftep th* uncertain way | , 
And now he checks the rein, and halts to hear 
If any noife foretold a village near. 
At length from far a ftream of light he fees 
Extend its level ray between the trees ; 
Thither he fpeeds, and, as he nearer came. 
Joyful he knew the lamp*s domeftic flame 
That trembled through the window j crofs the way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and flands at bay. 

It was an antient lonely houfe, that flood 
Upon the borders of the fpacious wood ; 
Here towers and antique battlements arife, 
And tlicrc in heaps the moulder*d ruin lies. 

SoMe 
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Some Lord this manlion held in days of vore. 
To chace the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar : 
How chang'd, alas, from what it once had been! 
'Tis now degraded to a public inn. 

Straight he dlfmounes» repeats his loud commands :^ 
•Swift at the gate the ready landlord ft and s ; 
With frequent cringe hi bows, and begs excufc, 
^His houfe was full, and every bed in ufc. 
What not a garret, and no ftraw toTpare"? 
Why then the kitchen-fire and elbow-chair 
Shall ferve for once to nod away the night. 
The kitchen ever is thefervant's right, 
^Replies thcTioft 5 there, aiU the fire around, 
The Count's tir^d footmen fnore upon the ground. 

The maid, whoTifteriM to this whole debate, 
'With pity learnt the weary Ttrangcr*s fate. 
Be brave, flie t:rie«, you dill may be our gueft.j 
♦Our hatmted room was ever held the beft : 
■If then your valour can the fright fuftain 
Of rattling curuins and the clinking clwinj 
<lf your courageous tongue have power to talk. 
When round your bed the horrid ^hoft (hall walk-; 
If you dare aik it, why it leaves its tomb ; 
1*11 fee .your.fheets well air'd, and ihcw the room. 
:Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told, 
'The ftranger enter'd, for his heart was bold. 

The damfcl led him through a fpacious hall. 
Where ivy hung the half-dcmolifii'd wall : 
.*She frequent look'd behind, and chang'd her hue, 
\Whilc fancy tipt the candle's flame with blue. 

And 
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And DOW they gsun'd the winding flairs* afceot. 

And to the lonefomc room of terrors went. 

'When all was readyy fwift retir'd the maid. 

The watch-lights burn, tuck*dwarm in bed was laid 

The hardy ftranger, and attends the fprhe 

Till his accaftom'd walk at dead of niehe. 

At firft he hears the wind with hollow roar 
Shake the looTe lock, and fwiog the creaking door i 
Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful found 
Of rattfing chains, that dragg'd upon the ground : 
When 1o, the fpeftre came with horrid ftride, 
Approach'd the bed, and drew the curtains wide ! 
In human form the ghaflful phantom ftood« 
Expos'd his mangled bofom dy'd with blood. 
Then, filent pointing to his wounded breafb. 
Thrice wav*d his hand. Beneath the frighted gucft 
The bcd-cordt; trembled, and with ihnddering fear. 
Sweat chiird his limbs, high rofe his briRled hair ; 
Then muttering hafty prayers, he mann'd his heart. 
And cry'd aloud ; Say, whence and who thou art. 
The (biking ghoft with hollow voice replies. 
Three years are counted fince with monal eyes 
I faw the (mi, and vital air refpir'd. 
Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 
Withiry thefe walls 1 flcpt. O thirft of gain ! 
^e, dill the planks the bloody mark retain. 
StretchM on this very bed, from fleep I ftart. 
And fee the fteel impending o'er ray heart ? 
The barbarous hoftefs held the lifted knife. 
The Joor ran purple with my guihing life. 
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My treaOire no^ they i«i3e, the goldcsta fpoit 
They bury deep beneath (he gra(4i-gr9Wn ipil. 
Far in the coxtVOKm field. Be boM, arKe, 
My ikps ihall lead tlice to the fecret pnze ;. 
There dig, and 6nd & kt that thy care reti'ard r 
Call loud on juflice, bid her XK>t retard . 
To puniih OHurderj; lay my ghofl: ac reft: 
So f^all with peace iecure thy nights be bkft ; 
And, when beaeath thefe boards my bpnes are founds 
Decent inter them in fomefacred ground. 

Hereceas*d the^oO:. The fbrangerfprings from bed. 
And boldly follows where tlie phantom led : 
The half-worrv (lony ftairs they now defcend^ 
"Where paflag^ obfcure their arches bend, 
■Silent they walk ; tod now through groves they pafs, 
I^ow through wet meads their (Veps imprint the gjrafs. 
At lengck amidil a fpacious field they came : 
There ftops.the fpe£tre, and aCcends in flame. 
Am^&'d he illopd, no- burfh or brier was ibund;^ 
To te^ch his mwrning fearch to find the ground. 
What could he do ? tlie niglit was hideoifts dark, 
Fear fhoo)^ his joints, and nature dropt the mark .• 
With that he ilarting wak'd, and rais'd his headg 
But found the golden mark was left in bed. 

What is the ilateionan's vafl ambitious fcheme^ 
But a Ihort vifion, atul a golden dream ? 
Power, wealth, and title, elevate his Ixope } 
He wakes : but, for a garter, finds a rope. 

THE 
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A ? R U B E, at morn and €vemng prayer, 
•^^ Had worn her vclvct-cufeion bare 5 
Upward Ihe taught her eyes to roU, 
As if flic watch'd her foaring foul ; 
And, when devotion warmM the croud, 
None fung, or fmote th^ir bread fo loud : 
Pale Penitence had raark'd her face 
With all the meagre figns of grace. • 
Her mafs-book was compleatly lin'd 
With painted Saints of various kind : 
But, when in every page Ihe view'd 
fine Ladies who the fieih fubdued, 
As quick her beads flie counted o'er, 
She cry'd — Such wonders are no more ! 
She chofe not to delay confeffion, 
To bear at onde a year's trxnfgreflion ; 
But every week fet all things even. 
And balanced her accounts with Heaven. 

B^old her now in humble guife, 
Upon her knees with down^-caft eyes 
Vol. IL C Bctore 
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} Before the Pried : ike thus bc^s. 
And, ibbbiogy hlubbcrs-forth her fins.^ 
** Who could that ttmpting man refift ? 
** My.vinue languifli'd, as he kifs'dj 
" I ftrove — till I could ftriveno longer: 
** How can the weak fubdue the ftronger ?** 

The Father aik'd'her where aod when? 
How many ? and what fort of men ? 
Sy what degrees, her blood, was heated^ « 
How oft' the frailty was repeated ? 
Thus have I fccn a. pregnant wench 
All flulh'd with guilt before. tlic.bencli-: 
The Judges (w.ak'd hy WMton thought) 
Dive to the bottom of her. fault; 
They leer, they fimper at her ihame, 
.And make.hcr call all things by name. 

And now to fentence he proceeds, 
Prefcril^cs how oft' to tell her beads.; 
Shews her what Saints could do hergoodj 
Doubles her fai\s> to cool her blood. 
Eas'd of her fins, and light as air, 
Away^ihe trips, perhaps to prayer. 
*Twas no fuch thing. Why then this hafte^ 
The clopk has ftruck.the hour is paftj 
And, on the fpur of inclination, 
She fcorn'd to bilk her afljgnation. 

Whate'cr flie did, next week (he camq^ 
And piouCy confefl the fame. 
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ThePrief^ who femak fnojides pity'd^ 
Firft chid her^ then her (ins remitted. 

Bat did (he now her crime bemoan 
In penitential lheet$ alone f 
And W2S no bold, no beallly fellow 
The nightly partner of her pillow ? 
Vo, none : for next time in the grove 
A bank was confcious of her love. 

Confeilion-day was come about. 
And now again it all muiV out. 
She feems to wipe her twinkling eyes : 
" What now, my child ?" the Father cries. 
•* Again !" fays flie.r-With threatening looks^ 
He thus the proflrate dame rebukes : 

** Madam, I grant there *s fomething in it, . 
** That virtue has th' unguarded minute i 
** But pray now tell me what are whores, . 
** But women of unguarded hours ? 
" Then you mud fure hav^ loft all ihame. 
" What ! every day, and ftill tlie fame, 
" And no fault elfe I 'tis ftrange to find 
** A woman to one fin confined ! 
" Pride is tliis day her darling pailion, 
'* The- next day Slander is in faihion ; 
** Gaming fuccecds j if Fortune crofifes, 
*• Then Virtue 's mortgaged for her lolTcs j 
** By ufe her favourite vice fhe loaths, 
^ And loves new follies like new cloaths : 
" But you, beyond all thought unchafte, 
*' Have all fin cenCer'd' near your waiftl . 

C a "Whence 
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** Whence it this t^peti^ fo ftrong } 
*^ Say, Madam> did yo«r mother long ?> 
« Or is itiltox«ry Md Wgh Am - ^ 

** That won't let virtue flec^ ift^jukt ??* 
She tells hiin now, with mtfekeft voioe. 
That (he had never irr'd by choice ; 
Nor was there known a virgin chafter^ 
Till ruin'd by a fad difaftor. 

That (he » fitvouilte lap-dog had> 
Which (as fhe fboak'd and kifs'd) grew maif ^ 
And on her lip' a wound indenting/ 
Firft fct her youthftil blood fermenting* * " 

The Pricft reply'd^ wirfi zealous fury, . 
** You (hotild have fought the means to cure ye* 
«*' Do£ldrs by various ways, we find, 
« Trdat thefe diflempers' of the mind* 

<< Let gaudy ilbbands be deny'd 
** To her Who raves with foomful pride| 
*' And, if' religion crack her notions, 
" Lock«ttp her volumes of devotions j 
<« But, If for man her rage prevail, 
<< Bar her the iight of creatures male* 
^< Or elfe^ to cute fuch venom -d bites, 
<< And fee the (hatter'd thoughts irights ; 
«* They fend you to the ocean's (hoi^e, 
*' AAd plunge the patient o'er and o'er.** 

TliedamcreplyM,-**'Aki» in vain * 

** My kindred forc'd me to themitin'i 
<' Naked, and in the faeo «f d«y » : 
« Look' not, y^'it&ermeii', this way \ 

' - "What 
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'« What virgin h^dimit fj^&e «« I c^rf ' .: 

«< My mod?ft li^n^ j^yrnaturegai^cd, r . 

<< Debarr'd at onaeifvnfv buman eyes 

" The feat w^rc fi^n^^iJLp, bonQ«r lies; 

« And> thqi^gli thyiccdflpt toqi top tp tc^ 

« I ftill fecur'dtbje.^ppft lysiaw, ' W 

** And guarded i;: with ^^p fo.faft 

•' Not one drop through my fingers pail, 

" Thus owe I to my bafhful care, 

" That all the rage is fettled there." 
Weigh well the prbjefts of mankind | 

Then tell me. Reader, canft thou find 

The man from madnefs wholly free? 

They all are mad ~ fave you and me. 

Do not the ftatefman, fop, and wit. 
By daily follies prove they *re bit ? 
And, when the briny cure they try'd. 
Some part ftill kept above the tide ? 

Some men (when drench'd beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers fave : 
Thofe hands by mean extortion thrive. 
Or in the pocket lightly dive : 
Or, more expert in pilfering vice. 
They burn and itch to cog the dice. 

Plunge-in a courtier j ftrait his fears 
!D:re£l his hands to flop his ears. 
And now truth feems a grating noife, 
He loves the ilanderer's whifpering voice j 

C 3 He 



He hangs 6a flattery ^h d6li|;ht) • 
And thinks all fulfome praifeds right. 
All women dread a watery death : 
They Ihut their lips, to hold their breath i 
Andy chdugh you duck- them ne'er {o long, 
Not one fait drop e'er wets their tongue t 
*Tis hence they fcandal have at will. 
And that this member ne'er iies (HU. 
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OCCASIONBD 

By the Death of the DuKi Reg«»yio5 France*. 

TT O W vain arc mortal man's endeayoors ? 

*■"■" (Said, at dame Elliot's*, maftcr Travcrs) . 

C^ood Orleans dead I in truth 'tis hard : 

Oh, may all ftatefmcn. die prepar'd ! 

I do forefee (and for ibre-feeing; . c 

He cqyals any man in being) 

The army ne'er can be difbanded. 

— I wifli the KLing were fafcly landed. 

AK, friends ! great changes threat the land i 

All France and England at a (land .' lo > 

There 's Meroweis — mark ! flrangc work ! 

And there 's the Czar, and there 's the Turk j 

The Pop6 — An India merchant by, 

Cut Ihort the fpeech with this reply r 

" AU at a-ftand ? Y ou fee great changes ? 1 5 
" Ah, Sir ! you never faw the Ganges. 
•*• There dwell the nations of Qjiidnunki's 
^ (So Monomotapa calls monkies) 3 

♦ A coffec-houfe near St, James's.- 

C 4 '• On 



24 GAY'S POBMS. 

'' On either banki from bough to boogli, 

** They meet and chat (^ }^^ may now)* 90 

" Whifpers go round, they grin, they fiirag, 

*' They, bow, they fnarl, ihcy fcratch, iheyjiv^^ 

** And, juft as chance or whim provoke thehi, 

^ They either bite their friends, or fboke them. 

** There hare I feen* fomc a£hye prig,' z^ 

•* To fhew his parts, beftride a twig : 
** Lord \ how the chattering tribe admire, 
.** Not that he 's wifer, \m Ke 's hig]t^ex t 
** All long to try the venturous thing 
" (For power is but to flave one's fWing) 5 
•* From fide to fide.l)e fprings, he fpums, 5©^ 

" And bangs hi§ foes and friends by turns. 
" Thus, as in giddy freaks Jie bounces, 
«* Crack goes the twig, and in he flounces f 
'* Down the fwift flream the wretch is borne; 
" Never, ah n^ver, to return 1 55 

" Zounds ! what a fall had our dear brother j 
•* Morbleu ! cries one j and Damme ! t'other. 
" The nations give a general fcreech j 
*' None cocks his tail, none claws his breech } 
•* Each trembles for the public weal, ^0 

" And for a while forgets to Ileal. 

** A while, all eyes, intent and fleddy, 
•' Purfue him, whirling down the eddy. 
« But, out of mind when out of view, 
" Some other mounts the twig anew ; 4S ' 

'* And bufinefs, on each monkey-ihore, 
** Runs the fame track it went before." 

FABLES. 
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IN TWO PARTS. 

'I ' 

" Shall not my Pables cenfiirc viccy 

** Becaufe a knave is over-nice > — 

** If I lafii vice in general fi£Vion, 

** Is 't I apply, or fclf-cqnvl6Hon ? 

" Brutes are rtiy theme. Am I to fcrlamey ' 

" If men in morals are the fame ? 

" I no itiaii call or ape or afs; 

" *Tis his own confciencc holds flic glaft. 

" Thus void of aH oflfence I write : 

" Who claims the Fable, knbws his right.^' 

PrOL. to 8HEP. WBKK- 



INTRODUCTION TO Tm FABLESr 
PART THS FIRST- 

THE SHEPHERD AND THE PHILO$PF^E,R^ 

n EM GTS ^rom cities liv'd a Swaio, 
'''^ Unvex'd with all the cares of gain ; 
His head was AIv«r'd o'er with age, 
And long expenencc made him fage $ 

a In 
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In fuBiiicr's heat, and wintei^s cold,. 5-. 

He fed his flock, and pcnn'd the fbid^ 

His hours in dweiiul l^xmr §kw. 

Nor en^y nor ambition knew; 

His*wifdoai aid his hpa^ (mi^ . . 1 

Thioi^h all the coontry rais'd his name* zm " 

A deep Philolb];^|ber (jvhofe rules. . . 
Of moral life were drawn from fchools) 
The Shepherd's.homely cottage fought, ^ 
And thus explored his reach of thought. 

Whence is thy learning? hath thy toil . 15. 

O'er books confum'd the midnight oil? 
Hafl thou old Greece and Rome funrey'd,.. 
And the.Tafl fenfe of Plato weigh'd > 
Hath Socrates thy foulrefin'd,. 
And* haft thou fathom'd TuUy'S;mind ? ' ao > 

OTf^ like the wife Ulyiles, thrown. 
By various fates, on realms unknown, . 
Hall thou through many cities ftray'd, 
Their cuftoms, laws, and manners, weigh'd ? * 

The Shepherd modclUy reply'd, S5 

r^e'er the paths of learning try'd' j - 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts. 
To read mankind; their lawrand^arts { - 
For man is pra^lis'd in difguife. 
He cheats the mofl difceming eyes : 3^ 

Who by that feaich* ihall wifisr grow, . 
When we.oudelres can never know ? 
Tbt little knowledge' Ir have gain'd, ^ 
Was all from<4iDple J^atuxe drain'd | 

1 Hence 



fiencc my life's in{iauins took their rife^ 35 

Hence grew lAf fmletl hate to vice.. 

The daily labours of the hoe 
Awake my foul- to induilry : 
Who can obferve the care6il anc^ 
And not provide for future want h. .'. . 40 

My dog (Ok trufiieft of his kind) * 
Widi gratitude inflames my iraindr 
I mark his tiue, his fsdthful wayt. 
And in my fervice copy Tray. , . 
In conilancy and nuptial love». 4^. 

I learn my duty from the dove* 
The hen, who from the chilly ur,: 1 

With pious wing, prote£fas her care, . 
And every fowl that flies at large,. ' 
Inftrufts me in a parent's cliargCi . *o^. 

From "Nature, too, I take my rule, 
To ihun contempt and ridicule, 
1 never, with important air,. 
In converfaiion overbear.. 

Can grave and formal pafs for wife,. 5* 

When men the folemn owl defpife ? 
My tongue within my lips I rein j 
For who talks much muft talk in vain. 
We from the wordy torrent fly : 
Who liftens to the chattering pye } £0 

Nor would I, with felonious flight* 
By ftealth invade my neighbour's right.. 
I^apacious animals we hate : 
i^itcs, hawks, and wolves, dcfcrve their fote. 

Do 



TO HIS aiOHHESS 

WILLIAM DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. 

/ 

FABLE L 

THE LlOHy THE TIGER, AND THE TEAVELL^ER. 

A CCEPT, young Prince ! the moral lay^ 
^^ And in thcfe Tales mankind fiirvcyj 
With early yiitues plant your breaft^ 
The fpecious arts of vice deteft. 

Princes, like beauties, from their youth 5 

Arc ftrangers to the voice of Truth. 
Learn to contemn all praife betimes. 
For flattery 's the nurfc of crimes : 
Friendfllip by ^et reproof Is (hown 
(A virtue never near a throhe) : ip 

In courts fuch freedom muft offend 1 
There none prefumes to be a friend. 
To thofe of your exalted flarion, 
Each courtier is a dedication. 
Muft ly too, flatter like the reft, 1^ 

And turn my morals to a jell > 
• The Mufe difdains to ileal from thofe 
Who thrive in courts by fulfonre profei 

But flkall I hide your real praife, 
Or tell you what a nation fays > f 

They in your infant bofom trace 
The virtues of your royal nnfci 
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In the fur dawnmg of your mindy 

Difcem yoa ^eaerousy miJd, and kind : 

Tliey lee yoa gricre to liear difbefs, 
. Aad peat abeady to ndiefs. . . 

Go on, the height of good attain, 

Vor let a nadon-ho^ in wmitt 

For hence we juftly may prefage 

The Ttitues of a riper age. - y 

True couiag^ ihall your bofom Ste^ , 

Andiutnre a£lions own your fire. 

•Cowards are cruel ; but the brare 

Lofe mercyy and delight to fave. 

A Tiger, roaming for his prey« 55 

Sprung on a Traveller in the wayi 

The proffarate^ame a Lion fpies. 

And on the greedy tyrant flies : 

With mingled roar refounds the wood, 
- Their teeth, their daws, diflil with bloody • 40 

Till, vanquiih'd by the Lion*s ftrength^ 

The fpotted Poe extends his length. 

The Man befought the ihaggy Lordj 

And on his knees for life implor'd. 
. His life the generous hero gave. . 45 

Together walking to his 4:ave, 

The Lion thus befpoke his gueft : 
** What hardy bead ihall dare conteil 

** My matchlefs (hength ? You faw the fight, 
v "And muft attcfl ray power and right. 50 

** Forc'd to forego their native home, 

** My ilarving (laves at diiUncc roam. 

<• Within 
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*« Widun thefe vroods I reign aloac ; 
" The baufidlcfs foreft is my qwn. 
^ Bears, wolves, and all the favage broody 55 

" Have dy'd the regal den with blood. . 
** Thefe carcafles on either hand, 
'^Thofe bocies that whiten allthe'lan^, 
** My former deeds aed^ triumphs tell, 
" Beneath thefe jaws what numbers fell." (• 

•* True," fays the Man, " the flrength J hw 
** Might well jthe^ brutal nation awe ; 
'< But ihall a monarch, brave, like you, 
" Place gjory'in^o falfe a view ? 
" Robbers invade their neighbours' rigltt. 45 

" Be loV'*d ; let juftice bound your might. 
** Mean are ambitious heroes' boafts 
'* Of wafted lands and ilaughter'd hofts. 
" Pirates their power by murders gain j 
'** Wife kings by love and mercy ceign. r7# 

^* To me your clemency hath (hown 
** The ^rtue worthy of a. throne, 
'* Heaven gives you |)ower above the re!l« 
" Like Heaven, .tofuceour tlie diftrcft." 

** Ihe cafe is iplain," the monarch faid.| 75 

" Falfe glory hath my youth .^mifled 1 
** For beafts of prey, afervilc train, 
'* Have .been the flatterers of my reign. 
" 'You rcafon well. Yet tell me, friend, 
" Did ever you in courts attend } t9 

" For all my fs^wning rogues agree, 
'** TJbat human heroes rule like roe." 

TABLE 
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FAiLfi it. 

THr SVAHtCt AKD TtfE CAltfSLEiOK. 

ASPA'N I £ L, bred with all the €tr6 
That vtrttcsupoA a faroiirite hetr, 
l^e'er fdt Correftbtfs rigid hand i 
Indiilg'd to difebey commaod. 
In paii^>crM eafe hk houn weit fpe&c » 5 

He never knew what Learmng meane^ 
.^uch forward airs, ib pert» fo imart. 
Were fure to win his lady^ heart } 
'Each little mifchief gain'd him praife; 
How pretty were his fawning Ways ! » 10 

The wind was fo«tth, the momifig fair^ 
He ventures forth to take the air : 
He ranges all the meadow rounds 
And rolls upon the fofteft ground | 
When near him a Cameleon feen^ 15 

Wa& fcarce diitinguifli'd from the grttn* 

<< Dear emblem of the flattering ho(^> 
<« What, Jive wirfi cloWns 1 a genios loft t 
<* To cities and the'cotirt repair ; 
-M A fortune cannot fail thee there : to 

** Prefermems fliall thy talents crovrli ; 
<• Believe me, Friend ; I knoW the Towrt." 

" Sir,** fays the Sycophant, « lik^ y<)(j^ 
«< Of oldy poUttr lift I knew : 

1-ikc 
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" Like you, a courtier bom and bred^ 95 

" Kisgs lean'd their ear to what I faid* 

** My whifper always met fuccefs ; 

** The ladies prais'd me for addrefs. 

** I knew to l^t each courtier's paifion^ 

^* And flatter'd every Tice in fafliioD. 39 

** But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 

** At once cut ihort my profperous days, 

" Andy fentenc'd to retain my nature, 

** Transform'd me to this crawling creature. 

** Boomed to a "Ife obfcure and mean, . 35 

** I wander in the fylvan fccne c 

^ For Joye the heart alone regards ; 

** He punifhes what man rewards. 

** How different is thy cafe and mine f 

** With men at lead you fup and dine j 49 

** While I, condemned to thinneft fare, 

•' LBte thofe I flatter'd, feed oa air.*» 



FABLE III. 

THB MOTHER, THE NUESB, AND THE PAIRY. 

r^ IVE me a fon. The bleffing fent. 

Were ever parents more content i 
How partial are their doating eyes ! 
No child is half fo fair and wife. 

Wak'd to the morning's pleating care, $ 

The mother rofe, aad fought her heir. 

Vol. n. D She 
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She faw the Nurfe like one poiTeft, 
With wringing hanck and fobbing breaft. 

" Sure fome difaftcr has befell ! 
Speak, Nurfe; I hope the boy is well." i9 

« Dear Madam, think not me to blame; 
Tnvifibly the Fairy came: 
Your precious bal>e is hence convey'd. 
And m the place a changeling laid. 
Where arc the f adder's mouth and nofe ? 15 

The mother's eyes, as black as floes ? 
See, here, a fliocking aukward creature. 
That fpeaks a fool in every feature !" 

•« The woman 's blind, the Mother ciies; 
I fee wit fparkle in his eyes," 10 

" t.ord ! Madam, what a ftiuinting leer ! 
Ko doubt the Fairy hath been here." 

Juft as ihe fpokc, a pigmy fpiite 
Pops through the key-hole fwift as light ;• 
Perch'd on the cradle's top he Hands, «s 

And thus her folly reprimands. 

<« Whence fpnmg the vain conceited lye. 
That we the world with fools fupply ? 
What ! give our fprightly race away ' 

For the dull hclplefs fons of clay ! 30 

Befides, by partial fondnefs fhewn, 
Like you, we doat upon our own. 
Where yet was ever found a Mother 
Who 'd give her booby for another ? 
And, (hould we change with human breed, 35 
Well might we pafs for fools indeed." 

FABLE 
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FABLE IV. 

THE BAGLB AND THE ASSEMBLY OP ANIMALS. 

A S Jupiter's all- feeing eye 
■**■ Survcy'd the worlds beneath rfic flty. 
From this fmall fpeck of eanh were fent 
Miimiuf s and founds of difcontent ; 
For every thing alive complainM, 5 

That he the harded life fu{lain*d. 

Jove calls his Eagle. At the word. 
Before him (lands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient, from Heaven's height. 
Downward dire6ls his rapid flight j !• 

Then cited every living thing, 
To hear the mandates of his king. ' 

" Ungrateful creatures I whence arife 
Thefe murmurs which offend the ikies ? 
Why this diforder ^ fay the caufe j 15 

For juft are Jove's eternal laws. 
Let each his difcontent reveal ; 
To yon' four Dog I firft appeal.** 

** Hard is my lot, the Hound replies $ 
On what fleet nerves the Greyhound flies I 20 

While Ij with weary ftep and flow, 
O'er plains, and vdles, and mountains^ go. 
The morning fees my chace begun^ 
^^or ends it till the fetting-fun." 
1 D i « Wbcft 
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w When (fays the brcyhound) I purfue, 15 
My game is loft, or caught in vicwj 
Beyond my fight the prey 's fecurc ; 
The Hound is flow, but always furc 5 
And, had I hjs fagacious fccnt, 
Jove ne'er had heard my difcontent." 30 

The Lion crav'd the Fox's art 5 
The Fox the Lion's force and heart : 
The Cock implor'd the Pigeon's flight, 
Whofe wings were rapid, ftrong, and light r 
The Pigeon ftrength of wing defpis'd, 35 

And the Cock's matchlcfs valour priz'd. 
The Fiflies wifli'd to gras5c the plain ; 
The Beafts, to fltim beneath the main. 
Thus, envious of another's ftate. 
Each blam'd; the partial hand of Fate. 40 

The Bird of Heaven then cry'd aloud : 
«« Jove bids dilperfe the murmuring crowd 5 
The G6d rejefts your idle prayers. 
Would ye, rebellious Mutineers ! 
Entirely change your name and nature, 45 

And be the very envy'd creature ? 
What ! filent all, and none confcnt ? 
Be happy, then, and learn content i 
Nor imitate the rcftlefs mind. 
And proud ambition, of mankind." 50 
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FABLE V. 

THE WILD BOAR AND THE RAM. 

A G AINST an elm a flicep wstt ty'd, 

The butcher's knife in blood was dyM^ 
The patient flock, in filcnt fright, 
From far beheld the horrid light. 
A favage Boar, who near them flood, 5 

Thus mock'd to fcom the fleecy brood. 

" All cowards flioald be fcnr'd like yout 
Sec, fee your murderer is in view : 
With purple hands, and reeking knife. 
He ftrips the (kin yet warm with life. 10 

Your quartered (ires, your bleeding dams, 
Tl)e dying bleat of harmlefs lambs. 
Call for revenge. O ftupid Race J 
Tfhc heart that wants revenge is bafe.** 
** I grant, an ancient Ram replies, 15 

We bear no terror in our eyes ; 

Yet think us not of foul fo tame. 

Which no repeated wrongs inflame $ 

Infcnfiblc of every ill, 

Becaufe we want thy tu(ks to kill. a» 

l^now, thofe, who violence purfue, 

Giye to themfelves the vengeance due j 

For in thefe maflfacres they find 

The two chief plagues that wade mankind. 

P 3 Our 



GAY'S POEMS. 

Our Ikin fuppKw the wrangling bar. 
It wakes their flumbcrbg fons to war 5 
And well Revenge may reft contented. 
Since drums and parchment were invented." 



FABLE VI. 

THE MISER ANI> PI^UTUS. 

THE wind was high, the window fhakcs> 
With fudden ftart the Mifer wakes ; 
Along the (ilent room he flalks, 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks. 
Each lock and every boh he tries, 5 

In every creek and corner pries; 
Then opes the cheft with treafure ftor*d, 
And (lands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with fudden q^ualms polTeft, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaft; i# 

By confcience ftung, he wildly ftares, 
And thus his guilty foul declares : 

** Had the deep earth her ftores confin'd, 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind- 
But virtue's fold. Good Gods I what price 15 
Can recompenfe the pangs of vice ! 
O bane of good ! feducing cheat ! 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat T 
Gold bani(h*d honour from the mind, 
And only left the name behind j to 

(5old fow'd the world with every iH j 
Gold taught the murderer's fword to kill : 

'Twis 
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Twas gold inftruftcd coward-hearts 

In treachery's more pernicious arts. 

Who can recount the mifchiefs o*er ? 35 

Vinue leiides on earth no more I*' 

He {poke, and iigh*d. In angry mood 

Plutus, his god, before him flood. 

The Mifcr, trcmbEng, lock'd his chcft ; 

The Vifion frown'd, and thus addrefs*d# j^ 

" Whence is this vile ungrateful rant. 
Each fordid rafcaPs daily cant } 
Did I, bafe wretch ! corrupt mankind ? 
The fault 's in thy rapacious mind. 
Bccaufc my blcffings are ahus'd; 3 5 

Mud I be ccnfur'd, curs'd, accused ? 
Ee'n Virtue's felf l)y knaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade j 
And Power (when lodgM in their poflcflion) 
Grows tyranny, and rank opprefllon. 4^ 

Thus, when the villain crams his cheft, 
Golil is the canker of the breaii ,• 
'Tis avarice, ihfolence, and pride. 
And every fliocking vice bsfide : 
But, when to virtuous hands 'tis given, 45 

It blcffes, like the dews of Heaven ; 
Like Heaven, it hears the orphan's cries. 
And wipes the tears from widows' eyes. 
Their crimes on gold fliall Mifers lay, 
Who pawn'd their fordid fouls for pay ? cp 

Let bravoes, then, when Mood is fpilt, 
IJpbraid the paflive foul wiib guilt." 

P4 FABLE 
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FABLE VIL 

THB LION, THE FOXy AND TBB GBXSS« 

A LION, tir'd with ftatc-affairs, 
•^^ Quite fick of pomp, and worn with cares> 
Rcfolv'd (remote from noife and ftrife) 
In peace to pafs his latter life. 

It was proclaimed ; the day was fet j $ 

Behold the general council met. 
The Fox was viceroy nam'd. The crowd 
To the new regent humbly bow'd. 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tigers, bend. 
And flrive who mod (hall condefcend. lo 

He liraight aifumes a folemn grace. 
Collects his wifdom in his face. 
The crowd admire his wit, his fenfi? ; 
Each word hath weight and confequence. 
The flatterer all his art difplays : . i j 

He who hath power is fur& of praife. 
A Fox ftept forth before the reft, 
And thus the fervile throng addreft ; • 

** How vaft his talents, born to rule. 
And trained in Virtue's honeft fchool I «• 

What clemency his temper fways I 
How uncorrupt are all his ways i 
Beneath his condu£l: and command, 
Kapine ihall ceafe to wafte the land. 
His brain hatli ftratagem and art j SS 

Prudence and mercy rule bis heart* 

What 



F A B L S S. Part L 41 

What bleffiogs muft attend the natjOB 
Under this good Jidminiftrauon V 

He faid. A GooCe, who diftant ftoo^ 
Haraogu'd apart the cackling brood : 3^ 

" Whene'er I hear a knave commend^ 
He bids me ihun his woithy friend* 
What praife I what mighty commendatioii I 
But 'twas a Fox who fpoke th' oration« 
Foxes this government may prize^ 35 

As gentle, plentiful^ and wife ; 
If they enjoy the fweets, 'tis plain 
We Geefe muft feel a tyraut-reign* 
What havock now fliall thin our racc^ 
When every petty clerk in place^ 40 

To prove his tafle, and feem potitey 
Will feed on Geefe both noon and night I*^ 
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THE LADY AMD THE WA8F. 

TTTH AT whifpers muft the Beauty 1)car f 
What hourly nonfenfe haunts her car I 
Where'er her eyes difpenfe their channs^ 
Impertinence around her fwarms. 
Did not the tender nonfenfe ftrike, 5 

Contempt and fcorn might look diflikes 
Forbidding airs might thin the place, 
The flighted flap a fly can chace : 
But who can drive the numerous breed ^ 
Chace one, another will fucceed. f» 

Wh# 
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Who knows a fool, muft know hk brother $ 
One fop will recommend another : 
And with this plague ihe 's rightly curft, 
Becaufe fhe liften'd to the firfl. 

As Dorie, at her toilette's dutyy 15 

Sate meditating on her beauty, 
She now was penfive, now was gay. 
And loird the fultry hours away. 

As thus in indolence (he lies, 
A giddy Wafp around her fties. 2# 

He now advances, now retires, 
Now to her neck and cheek afpires. 
Her fan in vain defends her charms^ 
Swift he returns, again alarms ; 
For by repulfe he bolder grew, 25 

Perch'd on her lip> and fipt the dew. 

She frowns ; flie frets. << Good Gods ! fhe cries^ 
Proteft me from thefe teazing flies } 
Of all the plagues that Heaven hath (ent, 
A Wafp is moft impertinent..*' 3^0 

The hovering infc6l thus complained ; 
<* Am I then ffighted, fcorn'd, difdain'd ? 
Can fuch offence your anger wake ? 
'Tvvas beaaty caus'd the bold miftake. 
Thofe cherry-lips that breathe perfume, 3^5 

That cheek fo ripe with youthful bloom,. 
Made me with ftrong defire purfue 
The faired peach that ever grew." 

** Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, ' 

Kor murder Wafps like vulgar files ; 49 1 

•^- For , 
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For though he's free (to do him right). 
The creature 's civil and polite/' 

In ecfbiies away he pofts ; 
Where'er he came, the favour boafts ; 
Brags how her fweetefl tea he fips, 45 

And ihows the fugar on his lips. 

The hint alarm'd the forward crew; 
Sure of fucccfsy away they flew ? 
They Ihare the dainties of the day, 
Kound her with airy ipu6c play : 5*. 

And now they flutter^ noi^v they reft^ 
Now foar again, and ikim her breafl. 
Nor were they banifli'd, till fhe found 
That Wafps hav^ ilings, and felt the wounds 
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THE BULL AND THE MASTIFF. 

CEEK you to train your favourite boy? 

Each caution, every care employ ; 
And, ere you venture to confide, 
Let his preceptor's heart be try'd : 
Weigh well his manners, life, and. fcope ; 5 

On thefe depends thy future hope. 

As on a tigie, in peaceful reign,, 
A Bull enjoy'd the flowery plain, 
A Mafl^iflfpafs'dj inflamM with ire. 
His eye-balls diot indignant fire. f 

He foatji'd, he rag'd with thirft of blood. 

Spuming the ground, the monarch ftood. 

And 
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And rodr'd ftioiid c ^< Sufpend the fi^t | 

In a whole fkin go flee]> to^Dighc : 

Or tell me, ere the battle rage, 15 

What wrongs provoke thee to engiaget' • 

is it ambition ikes thy breafV, 

Or avarice, that ne^er caa neft ? 

From thefe alone unjufUy fyringfi 

The world-dcftroyiftg wrarh ef kings.** ft# 

The furly MalHfFthus retiinis r 
<* Within my bofom glory burns. 
Like heroes of eternal name. 
Whom poets fing, I fight for fame. 
The butcher's f^irit-ftirring mind 25 

To daily war my youth inclined ; 
He train'd me to heroic deed, 
Taught me to conquer, or to bleed.** 

** Curs'd Dog, the Bull' reply *d, no more 
I wonder at thy diirft of gore i 3« 

For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whofe hands with cruelty are fhiin'd. 
His daily murders in thy view) 
Muft, like thy tutor, blood purfue. 
Take, then, thy fate." With goring wound 35 
At once he lifts him from the ground : 
Aloft the fprawling hero dies. 
Mangled he falls^ he howls, and dies. 
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FABLE X. 

THE ZhtPBAlXT AND THE BOOCSBLLBR. 

^H£ man who wich undaunted toils 
'*' Sails unknown feas to unknown foils. 
With various wonders feails his fight : 
What itranger wonders does he write ! 

Vft read, and in defcription view j 

Creatures which Adam never knew ; 

For, when we riik no contradifliony 

It prompts the tongue to deal in fi£bion. 

Thofc things that ftartle me or you 

I grant are (Irange ; yet may be true. if 

Who doubts that Elephants are found 

For fcience and for fenfe reoown'd ? 

Borri records their ftrcngth of parts. 

Extent of thought, and (kill in arts ; 

How they perform the law's decrees, i j 

And fave the (late the hangman's fees { 

And how by travel under Aand 

The language of another land. 

Let thofe, who queftion this report^ 

To Pliny's ancient page reform lo 

How I'eam'd was that fagacious. breed I 

Who now (like them) the Greek can read ? 
As one of thefe, in days of yore, 

Kummag'd a (hop of learning o'eri 

Not, like .our modern dealers, minding - 25 

Only the margin's breadth and binding, 

A book 
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A book his cariaas eye dctsmiSt 

Where, with cxadeft care ind pains. 

Were every beaft ani bird pourtray'd, 

TImc e'er Che feai^ of HUB fumyM ; 3* 

Their lurores and tfaeir powers vrczc writ 

With all the pride of human wit ; 

The page ]\t with attention fpread. 

And thus remark 'd on what he read : 

** Man with (hong reaiba is endow'd ; 3 5 

A beaft fcarcc inftind is allowM ; 
Bur, let this author's wonh be rrvM, 
Tis plain that neither was his guide. 
Can he difccrn rhe different natures, 
And weigh rlic power o( other creatures, 4« 

Who by rhe partial work hath ihewa 
Me knows (o lirtlc of his own > 
How falfely is tl^ Spaniel drawn ! 
I^d man from him firft learn to hwn ? 
A Dog proficient in the trade t 45 

He the chief flatterer Nature made f 
Go, M^n f the ways of courts Jifcem, 
You 'II find a Spaniel {(ill might learn. 
How can the Pox's theft and plunder 
Trcnakt his eenfare or his wonder ? 5* 

From Courtiers' tricks and Lawyers' arts. 
The f(yx might well improve his parrs. 
The Lion^ Wolf, and Tiger's brood. 
He curfes, for their third of blocxi. 
But is not Man to Man a prey ? 55 

BeaAs kill fpr hunger. Men for pay.** 

The 
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The Bookfelleri who heard him fpeakf 
And faw hini turn a page of Greek, 
Thought 9 what a genius have I found ! 
ThcD thus- addrefs'd with bow profound : €• 

^ Lcarn'd Sir, if you 'd employ your pea 
Againft the fenfekfs fons of men. 
Or write the hiftory of Siam; 
No man is better pay than I am. 
Or, fince you 're learnM in Giieeky kt 's fee it 
Something againft the Trinity." j 

When wrinkling with a fncer his trunk, 
** Friend, quoth the Elepliant, you '^e drunk : 
E'en keep your money, and be wife ; 
Leave man on man to criticife : 79 

For that you ne'er can want a pea 
AmoDg the fenfelefs fons of men. 
They unprovok'd will court tiie frayi 
Envy 's a (harper fpur than pay. 
No author ever fpar'd a brother; 7^ 

Wits are gamecocks to one another." 

FABLE XI. 

THE PEACOCK, THE TtJRKEY, AND THE OOOSB. 

TN beauty faults confpicuous growi 
^ The fmalleil fpeck is feen on fnow* 

As near a barn, by hunger led, 
A Ptacock with the poultry fed. 
All vicw'd him with an envious -eye^ .5 

And mockM his gaudy pageantry. 

1 He, 
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He, eoi^oiis of fopeiior mtdtp 
Contemns .tjtetr bafe reriiiag ipiiit ; 
His fUte and dignity afliuncsy 
^ And to dw fun difplays his plumes, zm 

Which^ like the Heavens' o^er^ardung ikies. 
Are fpangled widi a thonfand eyes. 
The circling rays, and yaried li^y 
* At once confoimd thor dazzled fight i 
On every tongue detraftion burns, 15 

And malice prompts their f|deen by turns. 

*' Maik mth what infolence and pride 
The creature takes his hauf^ty firide. 
The Turjkey cries. Can fpken contaia ? 
fiure never bird was half fo vain 1 im 

Buty were intnniic merit feen. 
We Turkeys hav« the whiter Mn,*' • 

From tongue to tongue they caught abufe ; 
And next was heard the hilling Goofe i 
** What hideous legs I what filthy claws 1 25 

I fcorn to cenfure little flaws. 
Then what a horrid fqualling throat I 
£v'n owls are frighted at the note." 

*< True. Thofe are faults, the Peacock cries ; 
My fcream, my ihanks, you may defpiite | 30 

But fuch blind critics rail in vain. 
What ! overlook my radiant train I 
KnoWy did my legs (your foom and fpari) 
The Turkey or the G^oit fupport,- 
And did ye fcretm widi harflier found, 35 

Thofe faults lit yeu hud ne'er been found : 

3 T. 



FABLES. Part I. 49 

1*0 all apparent beauties blind, 

Each hlemtfb ftrikes an envious mind. 

Thus. in. aflcinblies l\ave I fccn 
A nymph of brighteil charms and mien 40 

Wake envy in each ugly face. 
And buzzing fcandal 61U the place. 

FABLE XIL 

CUPID, HYMEN, AND PLUTUS* 

A S Cupid in Cythera's grove 
^^ Employed the lefler powers of Lore, 
Some Ihapc the bow, or fit the firings 
Some give the taper (haft its wing. 
Or turn die polifli'd quiver's mould, 5 

Or head the darts with tempered gold, 
Amidfl tli«ir toil dnd various care. 
Thus Hymen, with alTuming air, 
Addrefs'd tlic God ; ** Thou-purblind chit, 
Of aukward and ill-judging wit> 10 

If matches are not better made, 
At once I muft forfwear my trade. 
You fend me fuch ill coupled folks. 
That 'tis a ihame to fell them yokes. 
They fquabble for a pin> a feather, j 5 

And wonder how, thfcy came together. 
The huiband h fullen, dogged, (hy, 
The wife grows flippant in reply : 
He loves command and due reflriftionj 
And ihe as well likes contradi£tion : «• 

Vol. IL E She 



She never flaviflily fubmits ; 
She *I1 have her will, or have her fits. 
He this way tugs, fhe th' other draws ; 
' The man grows jealous, and with caufe. . 
l^othing can fave him but divorce ; 
And here the wife complies of courfe." 

** When, fays the boy, had I to do 
With eitlier your affairs or you ? 
I never idly fpend my darts ; 

You tracfe in mercenary hearts. g^Sr 

For fcttlemcnrs the lawyer's fec'd-j 
Is my band vwtnefs to the deed f 
If they like cat and dog agree, 
'Oo rail at Plutus, not at me." 

Plutus appear'd, and faid, ** *Tis trutf SS 

In marriage, gold is al^ their view; 
They feek ngt beauty, wit, or fcnfc. 
And love is fcldpm the pretence. 
All ofj^r inceclfe at{ioy fiirine. 
And I alone the bargain ilgn. #• 

•How can Belinda blame h$r fate ? 
She ortly alk'cl a great rftate. 
Doris was rich enough, ^tis true ; 
Her lord muft give her title too : 
And every map, or rich or poor, 45 

A fortune aflts, and aOls ao more." 

Avarice, whatever ihapc it bears^ 
Muft flill be coupled wi^b iu cares» 
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FABLE xrir. 

^HE TAME 5TA0. 

. A S a young Stag tlie thicket paft, 
^ •*• The branches held his antlers fail, 
A clowBy who faw the captive hung, 
Acrofs the horns his halter flung. 

Now fafely hainpef'd in the cord, g 

He bore the prefent to his lord. 
His lord was pleas'd ; as was the downy 
When he was tipp'd with half-a-crown* 
The Stag was brought before his wife ; 
Th« tender lady begg'd his life. i« 

How (leek 's the ikinl how fpeck'd like ermine! 
Sure never creature was fo charming ! 

At firft within the yard confin'd. 
He flies and hides from all n>ankind j 
Now bolder grown, with fix'd amaze, '15 

And diftant awe, prefumes to gaze; 
Munches the linen on the lines, 
And on a hood or apron dines ; 
He fteals my little mailer's bread. 
Follows the fervants to b^ fed : «• 

Nearer and nearer now he llandsj, 
To feel the praife of patting hands*; 
•Examines every fift for meat, 
And, though repuls'd, difdains retreat; 
Attacks again with level'd horns, •$ 

And man, that was his terror, fcorns. 

E 2 Such 



Such is the country maiden's fright, 
When'firfl a Redcoat is in fight ; 
Behind the door'fheiiides her' face. 
Next time at diflance eyes. the lfK:e: 3# 

She now can all his terrors fland, 
Nor from his'fcjuee^e withdraws herlianS. 
She plays familiar in Ws "arms, 
And every foldier hath his charms. 
From tent to tent (he fpreads her flamc^; "35 

.^or cuflom conquers tear and fiame. 

^F A B X E xrv. 

-THE MOKKByWHO HAD SB£(« THE WORL«. 

A MONK EY , to reform the timcJ, 
•^^ Refolv'd to viiit foreign climes ; 
For men in didant regions roam, 
To bring politer manners home* 
So forth he fares, all toil defies : 5 

"Misfortune fcrvcsto make us w?fe. 
. At length the treacherous fnare was laid ; 
Poor Pug was caught ; to Town convey*d j 
Tiiere Told. (How envy-d was his doom, 
JNIavIe captive in a lady''^ room f) j© 

Troud, as a lover, of his chains, 
He day by day her favour gains, 
"Whenever the duty of the day 
Tlw toilette calls, with mimic play- 
He twirls 'hier 'knots, he cracks her fan, j j 
Like any other gentlemati. 
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Bi \ifit$ too, his parts and wit. 
When jefts grew dull, were fure to hit. 
Proud with applaufe, he thought his mind 
In every courtly an refin'd j 20 

Like Orpheus, burnt with publk zeal. 
To civilize-thc Monkey-weal^ 
So watch'd occaGon j broke his chaiir,. 
And fought his native woodu again. 

The hairy fylvans round him prefs^ t$ 

Aftonifli'd at his ftrut and drefs. 
Some praife his fteevc, and others glote 
Upon his rich embioidcr'd <oat. 
His dapper perriwig commcndingj 
With the black tail behind depending; • 39 

His powder'd back, above, below. 
Like hoary frofts, or fleecy fnow j 
But all, with envy and defire, 
His fluttering flxoulder-knot admire. 

Hear and improve, hepertly cries j, 35-. 

I come to make a nation wiCe. 
Weigh your own worth ; fuppoit your place, 
Tbc next in rauk to human- race. 
In cities long I pafi'd my days, 
Cftnvers'd with men, and IcarnM tlicir ways. 4^ 
Their drefsi their counly manners il-ei . 
Reform your iUte, and copy me. 
Seek ye to thtive ? In flattery dcalj 
Your fcorn, youi: hate, with that conceal. 
Seem only, to regard your- friends, 45 - 

fiut ulfi them for your private ends. . 

E 3,, Stm 
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Stint not to truth the flow of wit ; 
Be prompt to lie wbcne'c^ 'tis fit. 
Bend all your force to fp^tter merit ; 
Scandal is converfation's fpirit. e% 

Boldly to every thing pretend^ 
And men your talents ihaU pomipend. . 
Ikncw the great. Obfervp p^e right ; 
So ihall you grow, like fa^, polite. 

He fpoke, and bow*d. With muttering jaws 55- 
The wondering circJe grinnM applaufe. 

Now, warm'd wjth m^Ucet epyy, fpitCi 
Their moft obliging friend^ they bite } 
And, fond to copy hurinan ways, 
Pra6tife new mifcluefs all their days. §# 

Thus the dull lad, poo t^ll for fchool^ 
"With travel finilhcs the fool 4 
Studious of every coxcomb's airs, 
He drinks, games, dreflcs, whores, and fvycarj; 
Overlooks with fcorn all virtuous arts, 6-5 

I^or vice is fitted to his parts. 

FABLE XV. 

THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE PHEASANTS. 

nr^ H E Sage, awak'd at early day, 
-■* Through the deep foreft took his way $ 

Drawn by the mufic of the groves. 

Along the winding gloom he roves : 

From tree to tree the warbling throats 5 

Prolong the fwcet altcrnjitc notesj 

But, 
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But, where he pad, h^ tenor threw, 

Thc,fong broke fliort, the warblers flew; 

The thruflies chattered with atfright. 

And nightiDgales abhorr'd his (ight;: i9^ 

All animals before him ran, 

I'o Ihun the hateful fight of man. . 

Whence is this dread of every creature > 
Ely they our figure, or our nature ! 

As thus he walk'd in muting thought,. 15 

His ear imperfe£^ accents caught ; . : . . 

With cautious ftep he nearer drew, 
By the thick (hade conceai'd from view.. 
High on the branch a pbeafant flood. 
Around her all her liftening brood ; 29. 

Proud of tlie bleilings o£ her neft. 
She thus a mother's care exprefs'd. 

'< No dangers here fhall circumvent,. 
Within the woods enjoy content. 
Sooner the hawk or vulture truft ±.y 

Than roan, of animals the word* 
In him ingratitude you find, 
A vice peculiar to tlie kind^ 
The iheep, whofc annual fieece is- dy'd 
To guard his health, and ferve his pride,. jO' 

Forced from his fold and native plain,. 
Is in the cruel ihambles (lain. 
The f warms who,, with Induilrious fkill,. 
His hives with wax and honey fill. 
In vain whole fucn mer-days employed, 3 5 , 

Their (lores are fold,, the race.deftroy'd. 

E. 4 Wliatt 
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What tribute from the goofe is paid ? 
Docs not her wing all fciencc aid ? 
Does it not lovers* hearts explain, 
And drudge to rtife the merchant's gain ? 4« 

What now rewards thii general ufe ? 
He takes tl)e quilh, and eats the goofe. 
Man then avoids deteft his ways. 
So fafety ihall prolong your days. 
When ferviccs are thus acquitted, 45 

Be fure we Pheafants muft be fpitted." 

FABLE XVI. 

THB PIN AND THB NEEDLE. 

API N who long had ferv*d a beauty. 
Proficient in the toilette's duty, 
Ha^ formed her fleeve, confin'd her hair. 
Or given her knot a fmaner air, 
Now neared to her heart was plac'd, 5 

Now an her nutntcau's tail difgrac'd : 
But could (he partial Fortune blame. 
Who faw her lovers ferv*d the fame ? 

At length from all her honours cail, 
Through various turns of life fhe pad; i« 

Now glitter'd on a taylor's arm, 
Now kept a beggar's infant warm; 
Now, rang'd within a mifer's coat. 
Contributes to his yearly groat ; 
Now, raik'd again from low approach, 15 

She viiks in the doflor's coach : 

Here, 
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Here, there, by various fortune toRp 

At lad in Grefham-hall was loft. 

Chann'd with the wonders of the (how. 

On every (idci above, below, ^^ 

She now of this or that inquires, 

Wkat leaft was underftood admires. 

Tis plain, each thing fo fbruck her mind> 

Her head 's of virtuofb kind. 

" And pray what 's this, and thiis, dear Sir?** a 5 
" A Needle," fays th* interpreter. 
She knew the name ; and thus the fool 
Addrefs'd her as a tailor's tool. 

** A Needle with that filthy ftonc,. 
Qjiite idle, all with ruft o'er^own ! 3* 

You better might employ your parts^ 
And aid the fempftrefs in her arts j 
But tell me how the fricndfhip grew 
Between that paltry flint and you.'* 

«* Friend, fays the Needle, ceaic to. blame.; 3,5 
I follow real worth and fame. 
Know'fl thou the loadftone's power and art,, 
That virtue virtues can impart ? 
Of all his talents I partake : 
Who then can fuch a friend forfakc ? 49 

Tis I dire£k the pilot's hand 
To ihun the rocks and treaclierous fand ^ 
By me the diflant world is known. 
And either India is our own. 
Had I with milliners been bred,. 45 

What had I been ? the guide of tlircad^ 

An4 
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And drudg'd as vulgar Needles do. 
Of. no more coafequence than you«" 

FABLE XVIL 

THE SHEPHERI^S DOG AND THB WOLV*. 

A WOLF, witli hunger fierce arid bold, 
•*^ Ravag'd the plains, and thinn'd the fold s 
Decjj) in the wood fecure he lay, 
The thefts of night rcgal'd the day. 
In vain the fliepherd's wakeful care 5. 

Had fpread the toils, and vvatch*d tlie fnarcs 
In vain the Dog purfued his pace, 
* The fleeter robber mock'd the chace. 

As Lightfoot rang'd the foreft round. 
By chance his foe's retreat he found. ta. 

Let us a while the war fufpcnd. 
And reafon as from friend to friend* 

" A truce ?'* replies the Wolfi *Tis done 
The Dog the parley thus begun. 
' " How can that ftrong intrepid mind 15 

Attack a weak defencelefs kind ? 
thofe jaws fliould prey on nobler food, 
And drink the boar's and lion's blood. 
Great fouls with generous pity melt. 
Which coward tyrants never felt. ao 

How harmlefs is our fleecy care ! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy fpare.** 

** Friend, fays the Wolf, the matter weigh j 
Nature dcfign*d us bcafts of prey j 

As 
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Asfuchy when huoger finds a treaty 2$ 

Tis neccifary wolves ihould eac. 

If, mindfal of the bleating wealy 

Thy bofom burn with real zeal^ 

HcDce, and thy tyrant lord befeech ; 

To him repeat the moving fpeech : $• 

A Wolf eats iheep but now and then^ 

Ten thoufands are deyour'd by men. 

An open foe may prove a curfe, 

But a pretended frieud is worfe.'* . 



FABLE XVIII. 

T«E PAINTER WHO PLEASED NOBODY ' 
AND EVERY BjODY. 

T EST men fufpefik your talc untrue, 

'^ Keep probability in view- . 

The traveller. leaping o'er thofe bouads* 

The credit of his book confounds. 

Who with his (onguf hath armies routed, 5. 

Makes ev'n his real eourage doubted. 

But flattery never feems abfufd i 

The flattpr'd always take your word : . 

Impoflibilities fecm juft ; 

They take the ftrongeft praife on truiL 16- 

Hyperboles, though ^e'er fo great,. 

Will ftill come ihort of felf^coqceit. 

So very Uke a Painter drew, 
That every eye th^ pifture kn^wi 

Ht 
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Thefe cannot heat an eqml nigh. 

Bat from fuperm merk fij. 

They love the cellar's vulgar joke, --j 

And lofe their hottrs in^le an^ fmoke* 
There o'er foflM pdty dub preikiei 

So poor, fo paltry, k th^ pride' ! 
'Nay, cv'n -with fook whole nights will fit. 

In hopes to beibpreme in wk. >r« 

'Jf thefe can road, to thefe I Uftite, 

To fet tlieir worth in trued light. 
A Lion>cub, df fordid mind. 

Avoided all the lion kind ; 

'Fond of api^ufe, he fought the frafts r^ 

'Of vulgar and ignoble beafts ; 
'With aifes all his time he fpent^ 
*Thcir club's perpetual prefirfent. 

He caught thdf maatterS) looks, afld* aits ; 

An afs in every thing but ears ! 20 

If e'er his Highnefs meant ajoke. 

They grinn'd applaufc before he fpoke ; 
^But at each word, what Ihout^ of pndfe'! 

Good gods ! how natural he bmys^ 1 

Elate with flattery >and conoeit, ' S5 

He fccks^his royal fire's retreat ; 

Forward, and fond to ihow his parts, 

-His Highnefs b^ays j the Lion ftarts. 

** Puppy ! that curs'd • vociferation 

Betrays thy life and con^rfatioiv: 30 

-Coxcoiabs^ ^n^9v«!i;-ndify race, 
-Are txttoipecs- oi their own difgrace.^ 

" Why 
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'« Why fo ferefe ? the Cub fcplici j 
'Our fcnate alway* held nie wlf«." 

« How weak is pride'l returns the fire : 35 

All fook are vain when fooh adwfife ! 
But know, what ftupid alTes ptizc,' 
Lions and nobk beafts defpife.* 

F A B L E x:X. 

THE 0L1> HER AND THE COCK. 

T> E STRAIN your child ; you 11 foon believe 
^*^ The text which fays we fprung from Eye, 

As an old Hen led fonh her train, 
And fecm'd to peck to ihow the grain, 
•She rak*d the chaff, fhe fcratchM the ground, % 
And glean'd the fpacious yard around. 
A giddy chick, to try her wings, 
On the well'Si narrow margin fprings. 
And prone fhc drops. The mother*s breaft 
All day with forrow was pofTcft. lo 

A Gock ihe met ; her'fon fhe knew 5 
And in her heart afFeftion grew. 

•< My Son, fays ihe, I. grant your years 
tiave reach'd beyond a inother*s cares. 
1 fee you vigorous, ilrong, and bold 5 ,»$ 

I hear with joy your triumphs told. 
'Tis not from Cocks thy fate 1 dread j. 
But let thy ever-wary tread 
Avoid yon' well j that fatal place 
. Is (urC;pcrdition to our mce. ' ft* 

Priift 
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Frint this my Counfcl on thy bj^aft j 

To the juft gods I leave the rtft.'* 

- He thank *d her care j yet d«y by. day 

His bofoiti bum'd to difvbeyi 

And every time the well he faw, 15 

Scorn'd in his heart the fbolifli law c 

Near and more near each day he dreWy 

And longM to try the dangerous view. 

** Why was this idle charge ? he cries | 
Let courage female fears defpife. 30 

Or did ihe doubt my heart was Urave, 
And therefore this in^'un^ion gave * 
Or does her harveft ftore the place 
A trcafure for her younger race ? 
And would flic thus my fearch prevent } 35 

* I (land refolvM, and dare th* event." 

Thus faid, he mounts the i1[iargin's round. 
And pries into the depth profound* 
He ftretch'd his neck ,- and from below 
With ftretching neck advanced a foe s 40 

With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears. 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears : 
Threat anfwer*d threat; his fury grew 5 
Headlong to meet the war he flew $ 
But, when the watery death he found, 45 

He thus lamented as he drown'd : > 

'< I ne'er had been in this condition. 
But for my-Mother's prohibition.*' 
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FABLE XXr. . 

THE RAT-CATCHER AND CATS. 

HTHE rats by night fuch mhTchief did, 
•*■ Betty was every morning chid : 
They undermin'd whole fides of bacon, 
Her cheefe was fapp'd, her tarts were taken; 
Her paftics, fenc'd with thick eft paftc, 5 

VVcre all demolifh*d and laid wafte ; 
She cursVl th« Cat, for want of duty. 
Who left her foes a conftant booty. 

An engineer, of noted (kill. 
Engaged to ftop the growing ill. to 

From room to room he now furveys 
Thtir haunts, their works, their fee ret ways ^ 
Finds where they 'fcape an ambufcade, 
And whence the nightly fally 's made. 

An envious Cat from place to place, 15 

I'nfcen, attends his filent pace ; 
She faw that, if his trade went on. 
The purring race muft be undone; 
So ftcretly removes his baits, 
And every ftratagem defeats. 20 

Again he fets the poifon'd toils; 
And Pufs again the labour foils. 

" What foe (to fruftrate my tkGgns) 
My fchemes thus nightly countermines ? 
Inccns'd, he cries, this very hour 25 

Tlie wretch fliall bleed beneath my pow^r.'* 

Vol. IL F So 
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So faid, a ponderous trap he brought, 
And in the hCt poor Pufs was caught. 

" Smuggler, fays he, thou ihalt be made 
A viftim to our lofs of trade." 3t 

The captive Cat, with piteous mews. 
For pardon, life, and freedom fucs. 
•* A fiflcr of the fcience fpare ; 
One intercft is our common care.'* 

" What infolcnce ! the Man reply'd ; 35 

Shill Cats with us the game divide ? 
Were all your interloping band 
Extingui(h*d, or expell'd the land. 
We Rat-catchers might raife our fees. 
Sole guardians of a nation's cheefe !** 40 

A Cat, who faw the lifted knife, 
Thus fpoke, and fav'd her filler's life. 

'* In every age and clime, we fee. 
Two of a trade can ne'er agree. 
Each hates his neighbour for encroaching ; 45 
'Squire ftigmatizes 'fquire for poaching ; 
Etauties with beauties are "in arms. 
And fcandal pelts each other's charms ; 
Kinpfs, too, their neighbour-kings dethrone. 
In hope to make the world their own : 5« 

I'ut let us limit our defires, 
Not war like beauties, kings, and 'fquires ; 
For, though we both one prey purfue, 
Thire 's ganne enough for us and you." 
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FABLE XXII. 

THE GOAT WITHOUT A BEARD. 

'T^IS certain that the modilh paflions 

"* Defcend among the crowd like fafhions. 
Excufc me, then, if pride, conceit, 
(The manners of the fair and great) 
I give to monkeys, aflcs, dogs, 5 

Fleas, owls, goats, butterflies, and hogs, 
I fay that thefe are proud : what then ? 
I never faid they equal men. 

A Goat (as vain as Goat can be) 
AfFcfted iingularity : !• 

Whene'er a thymy bank he found. 
He rolVd upon the fragrant ground. 
And then with fond attention flood, 
Fix'd o'er his image in the flood. 

" I hate ray frowzy beard, he cries, 15, 

My youth is loft in this difguife. 
Did not the females know my vigour. 
Well might they loath this reverend figure." 

Refolv'd to fmooth his (haggv face, 
He fought the barber of the place. ao 

A flippant monkey, fpruce and fmarr. 
Hard- by, profcfs'd the dapper art ;- 
His pole with pcwter-bafons hung. 
Black rotten teeth in order Ilrung, 

F 2 Rang'd 
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Rang'd cups, that in the window flood, ^5 

Lin*d with red rags, to look like blood j 

Did well his threefold trade explain , 

Who fhav*d, drew teeth, and breathed a vein. 

The Goat he welcomes with an air> 
And feats him in his wooden chair : 30 

Mouth, nofe, and cheek, the lather hides ; 
Light, fniooth, and fwift, the razor glides. 

" I hope your cuAom, Sir, fays Pug. 
Sure never face was half fo fmug »" 

The Goat, impatient for applaufe, 35. 

Swift to the neighbouring hill withdraws. 
The fliaggy people grinn'd, and l>ajr'd. 
«* Heigh-day ! what 's here ? without a beard I 
Say, Brother, whence the dire difgrace ? 
What envious hand hath rohb'd your face ?'* 40 ' 
When thus the fcp, with fmiles of fcorn, 
** Arc beards by civil nations v.'orn ? ' 

Ev*n Mufcovites have mow'd their chins. 
Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 
Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 45 | 

And bear about the hairy load ? | 

Whene'er We through the village ft ray, 
Are we not mock*d along the way, 
Infulted with loud fhouts of fcorn, J 

By boys our beards difgrac'd and torn ?*' 50 I 

<* Were you no more with Goats to dwell, 
Brother, I grant you reafon well,*' 
Replies a bearded chief. " Bcfide, 
If boys can mortify thy pride^ 

How 
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How tvilt thou ftand the ridicule 55 

Of our whole flock ? Aifeaed fool I" 

Coxcombs, diftinguifli'd from the reft, 
-To all bat coxcombs arc a jeft. 



FABLE XXIIL 

THE OLD WOMAN AND HER CATS. 

TTTHO friend fliip with a knave hath made, 

Js judg'd a partner in the trade. 
The matron, who condu£ls abroad 
A willing nymph, is thought a bawd ; 
And, if a modcft girl is feen 5 

With one who cures a lover's fplecn, 
We guefs her not extremely nice. 
And onl3^ wifli to know her price. 
Tis thus that on the choice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. 10 

A wrinkled hag, of wicked fame, 
Bcfide a little fmoaky flame 
Sate hovering, pinch 'd with Jtgc and froft 5 
Her ihrivel'd hands, with veins embofs'd, 
Upon her knees her weight fuftains, 15 

While palfy ihook her crazy brains : 
She mumbles forth her backward prayers, 
An untam*d fcold of fourfcore years. 
About her fwarm'd a numerous broofl 
Of Cats, who, lank with hunger, mcw*d. ^ f 
F s Tcaz'4 
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Teaz'd with their cries, her choler grew. 
And thus flic fputtcr'd. " Hence, yc crew ! 
Fool that I was, to entertain 
Such imps, fuch fiends, a hclliih train I 
Had ye been never hous'd and nurs'd, 2.5 

I for a witch had ne*er lieen curs'd. 
To you I owe that crowds of boys 
Worry me with eternal noife j 
Straws laid acrofs my pace retard, 
The horfclhoc 's naiPd (each thicfliold'^ guard) ; 30 
The ftunted broom the wenches hide, 
For fear that I (hould up and ride ; 
They ftick with pins my biecding feat. 
And bid me fliow my fecret teat.'* 

" To hear you prate, would vex a faint ; 35 

Who hath moft rcafon of complaint ?** 
Replies a Cat. " Let 's come to proof. 
Had we ne'er flarv'd beneath your roof. 
We had, like others of our race, 
In credit liv'd as beads of chace. 4«- 

*Tis infamy to ferve a hag ; 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag; 
And boys againd our lives combine, 
< Becaufe *tis faid your Cats have nine.'' ' 
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FABLE XXIV. 

THE BUTTERFLY AND THE SNAIL. 

ALL upftarts, infolent in place, 
■^ Remind us of their vulgar race. 

As in the funlhine of the mora 
A Butterfly (but newly born) 
Sate proudly perking on a rofe, e 

With pert conceit his bofonn glows j 
His wings (all glorious to behold) 
Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold. 
Wide he difplays ; the fpangled dew 
Rcfl<:ft3 his eyes and various hue. j^ 

His now-forgotten friend, a Snail, 
Beneath his houfe, with (limy trail, 
Crawls o'er the grafs j whom when he fpies, 
In wrath he to the gardener cries : 

** What means yon' peafant's daily toil, " le 
From choaking weeds to rid the foil ? 
Why wake you tothe morning's care ? 
Why with new arts correft the year ? 
Why grows the peach with crimfon hue } 
And why the plumb's inviting blue ? t« 

Were they to fcaft his tafb defign'd. 
That vermin of voracious kind } 
Crufli then the (low, the pilfering race, 
So purge thy garden* from difgrace." 

F 4 « Wiiat 
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" What arrogance I the Snail reply 'd; 25 

How infolcnt is upftart pride ! 
Hadfl thou i\ot thus, with infult vain, 
Provok'd my patience to complain* 
1 had concealed thy meaner hirthy 
Kor trac'd thee to the fcum of earth : 50 

For fcarce nine funs have wak*d the hours. 
To fwcU the fruit, and paint the floweis. 
Since T thy humbler 1 fe fuivey'd, 
In bafe, in fordid guife array'd ; 
A hideous inkdi, vile, unclean, 35 

You dragg'd a flow and noifome train; 
And from your fplder-bowels drew 
Foul filth, and fpun the dirty clue. 
I own my humble life, good friend ; 
Snail was I born, and Snail (hall end. 40 

And what *s a Butterfly ? at beft 
He 's but a caterpillar dred ; 
And all thy race (a numerous feed) 
Shall prove of caterpillar breed." 

FABLE XXV. 

THE SCOLD AND THB PARROT. 

'TpHE hulband thus rcprov'd his wife i 
"*" ** Who deals in flandcr, lives in ftrifc. 
Art thou the herald of difgrace. 
Denouncing war to all thy race } 
Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 5 

Which fparcs nor friend, nor fcx, nor age ? 

That 
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That vixen tongue of your's, my Dear, 

Alarms our neighbour- far and near. 

Good Gods ! 'tis like a rolliij^^ river. 

That murmuring flows, and flo'v^ for ever! !• 

Ne'er tiril, perpetual difcorcl fuwing! 

Like Fan^e it gathers Urcngth by guing." 

'* Heigh-day !'' theflippant tongue icplics, 
" How folemn is the fool ! how wife I 
Is Nature's choiceft gift tiebarr'd ? 15 

Nay, froa-n not ; for I will he heard. 
Women of late are finely ridden, 
A Parrot*6 privilege forbidden 1 
.You praife his talk, his fqualiing fong $ 
But wives arc always in the wiong " 20 

Now reputations flew in pieces 
Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces : 
She ran the Parrot's language o'er, 
Bawd, hufly, drunkard, flattern, whore 3 
On all the fex ilie vents her fury, 4$ 

Tries and condemns without a jury. 
At once the torrent of licr words 

Alarm 'd cat, monkey, dogs, and birds : 

All join their forces to confound her, 

Pufs fpits, the monkey chatters round her ; 3Q 

The yelping cur her heels affaults 5 

The magpie blabs out all her faults ; 

Poll, ia the uproar, from his cage. 

With this rebuke outfcrcam'd her rage. 
** A Parrot is for talking priz'd, 35 

But prattling women arc defpib'd. 

7 She 
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SIhe whe attacks anodier's honour, 
Draws every tiving thing upon her. 
Think, Madam, when you ftretch your lungs^ 
That all your neighbours too have tongues : 4* 
One (lander muft ten thpufand get{ 
The world with intereft pays the debt. 



FABLE XXVr. 

THE CUR. AND THE MASTIFP. 

A SNEAKING Cur, the maftcr*i> fpy. 
Rewarded for his daily lye, 
Wjth fecret jealouGes and fears 
Set all together by the ean. 

Poor Pufs to-day was in difgrace, 5 

Another Cat fupply'd her place ; 
The Hbund was beat, the Mafliff chid. 
The Monkey was the room forbid j 
Each to his deareft friend grew fliy, 
And none could tell the reafon why. la 

A plan to rob the houfe was laid : 
The thief with love feduc*d the maid, 
CajolM the Cur, and flroak*d his head. 
And bought his fecrecy with bread ; 
He next the MaftiflPs honour try*d, 15 

Whofe honeft jaws the bribe defy'd ; 
He (IretchVl his hand to proffer more; 
The furly Dog his fingers tore. 

Swift 
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Swift ran the Cur ; with indignation 
The Maftcr took his information. 2# 

" Hang him, the villain '» curs'd," he cries ; 
And round his neck the halter ties. 

The Dog his humble fuit prefenr'dy 
And begg'd in juflice to be heard. 
The Mailer fate. On either hand 
The cited Dogs confronting fland ; 
The Cur the bloody tale relates. 
And, like a Lawyer, aggravates. 

*' Ju^gc ^^ unheard, the MaiHffcry'dy 
But weigh the caufe of either fide. ^^ 

Think not that treachery can be jud ; 
Take not informers' words on truft j 
They ope their hand to every ))ay, 
And you and me by turns betray." 

He fpoke; and all the truth appear'd : 35 

The Cur was hang'd, the Maftiif clear*d. 



FABLE XXVU. 

THE SICK MAN AND THE ANGEL. 

" TS there 00 hope?" the fick man faid* 
* The filcnt Doftor ihook his head. 

And took his leave with iigns of forrow, 

Defpairing of his fee to-morrow. 
When thus the Man^ with gafping breath; 5 

'^ I feel the chillipg wound of Death. 

Since 
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Since I muft bid ihe world adieu, 

Let inc my former life review. 

I grant my bargains well were made. 

But all men over-reach in trade; k 

'Pis felf-defencc in each profcfljon; 

Sure felf-defencc is no tranfgrcllion. 

The little portion in my hands. 

By good fccurity on lands 

Is well increased. If, unawares, 15 

My juftice to myfelf and heirs 

Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 

For want of good fufficient bail ; 

If I, by writ, or bond, or deed. 

Reduced a family to need ; 20 

My will hath made the world amends j 

My hope on charity de.pends. 

When I am number'd with the dead. 

And all my pious gifts arc read. 

By heaven and caith 'twill then be known 25 

My charities were amply Ihown.** 

An Angel came. " Ah! Friend ! he cry'd. 
No more in flattering hoj^ confide. 
Can thy good deeds in former times 
Outweigh the balance of thy crimes ? 30 

What widow ^r what orphan prays 
To crown thy life with length of^days ? 
A pious a6lion *s in thy power, 
Embrace with joy the happy hour. 
Now, while you draw the vital air, 35 

Prove your intention is fincerc : 

This 
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This ioftant give a hundred pound ; 
Your neighbours want, and you abound." 

" But why fuch haftc, the iick Man whines ; 
^Vho knows as yet what Heaven defxgns ? 40 

Perhaps I may recover ftill. 
That fum and more are in my will.** 

" Fool, fays the Vifion, now 'tis plain 
Your life, your foul, your Heaven, was gain* 
From every fide, with all your might, 45 

You fcrap*d, and fcrapM beyond your right ^ 
And after death would fain atone, 
By giving what is not your own." 

" While there is life, there *s hope, he cry*d ; 
Then why fuch hade V fo groan'd* and dy*d. 59 



FABLE XXVIIL 

THE PBRSIANy THE SVN, AND THE CLOUX>* 

TS there a bard whom genius fires, 

Whofc every thought the God infpires ? 
VVhcn Envy reads the nervous lines, 
She frets, (he rails, (he raves, (he pines ; 
Her hif?ing fnakes with venom fwell j 
She calls her venal train from hell : 
The fervile fiends her nod obey. 
And all Curil's authors are in pay. 
Fame calls up Calumny and Spite: 
Thus Ihadow owes its birth to light. 10 
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Asy proftrate to the God of Day, I 

With heart devout, a Perfian lay. 
His invocation thus begun : 

<* Parent of Light ! all-feeing Sun ! 
Prolific beam, whofe rays difpenfc 15 

The various gifts of Providence, 
Accept our praife, our daily prayer; 
Smile on our fields, and blcfs the year." 

A Cloud, who mock*d his grateful tongue, 
The day with fudden darknefs hung; 20 

With pride and envy fwelPd, aloud 
A voice thus thundered from the Cloud. 

" Weak is this gaudy god of thine, 
Whom I at will forbid to Ihine. 
Shall I nor vows nor incenfe know ? 15 

Where praife is due, the praife beftow." 

With fervent zeal the Perfian mov'd. 
Thus the proud Calumny rcprov'd. 
" It was that God who claims my prayer 
Who gave thee birth, and rais*d thee there ; 30 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown^ 
Thy fubftancc is but plainer (hown : 
A palling gab, a puff of wind, 
Difpels thy thickeft trbops combinM," 

The gale arofe ; the vapour toft 35 

(The fport of winds) in air was loft: ; 
The glorious orb the day refines. 

Thus envy breaks, thus merit fhines. 

I 
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FABLE XXIX. 

TH£ FOX AT THE POINT OF DEATH. 

A FOX, in life's extreme decay, 
"*^ Weak, fick, and faint, expiring lay : 
All appetite had left his maw. 
And age difarm'd his mumbling jaw. 
His numerous race around lum (land, ^ 

To learn their dying fire*s command : 
He rais'd his head with whining moan, 
And thus was heard the feeble tone. 

" Ah ! Sons 1 from evil ways depart; 
My crimes lie heavy on my heart. 19 

See, fee, the murdcr'd Geefe appear ? 
Why are thofe bleeding Turkeys there ? 
Why all around this cackling train. 
Who haunt my ears for chicken flain ?" 

The hungry Foxes round them ftar*d, 15 

And for the promis'd fcaft prepared. 

" Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer ^ 
Nor Turkey, Goofe, nor Hen, is here. 
Thefe are the phantoms of your brain; 
And your fons lick their lips in vain." £• 

" O Gluttons ! fays the drooping Sire, 
Rcftrain inordinate defire. 
Your liquorilh tafte you fliall deplore. 
When peace of confcience is no more, 

I Doeft 
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Does not the hound betray our [)ace, 25 

And gins and guns dellroy our race ? 

Thieves dread the fearching eye of power ; 

And never feel the quiet hour. 

Old age (which few of us ihall know) 

Now puts a period to my woe. 3»- 

Would you true happinefs attain. 

Let honefty your pallions rein ; 

So live in credit and efleem, 

And the good name you loft redeem." 

" The counfel 's good, a Fox replies, 35 

Could we perform what you advife. 
Think what our anceftors have done ; 
A line, of thieves from fon to fon. 
To us defcends the long difgrace, 
And infamy hath mark'd our race. 49 

Though we, like harmlefs fiieep, ihoukl fecd,^ 
Honeft in thought, in word, and deed. 
Whatever hen»rooft is decneas'd. 
We (hall be thought to (hare the feaft. 
The change Ihall never be belicvM. 45 

A loft good name is ne'er retrieved.'* 

" Nay, then, replies the feeble Fox, 
(But, hark! I hear a hen that clucks) 
Go; but be moderate in your foodj 
A chicken, too, might do me good." 50 
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TABLE XXX, 

THE S£TTING*DOG AND THE PARTIlJDtSt* 

npHE ranging l>og tlW thibblc tries. 

And icarches every breeze tliat flies ; 
The fcent grows warm; with <;autious fear 
^e creeps, and points tlie covey neu j 
The men, in filence, far behind^ < 

Confciotts of game, tl)c net'unbind. 

A Partridge, with experience' wife, 
The fraud ful preparation fpies ; 
She mocks their toik, alarms her brood. 
The covey fprings, and feeks the wood;; i* 

But, ere her xertain wing ihe tries. 
Thus to tine creeping Spaniel cries : 
" Thou fay-'ning Have to man's deceit. 
Thou pimp of luxury, fneaking cheat. 
Of thy whole fpet^ies thou difgracqi t^ 

Dogs (bould <liibwn thee of their r^e i 
Vor, if I }ttdge tkeir native parts. 
They 're born. Wk\^ ^eil open \i»s^m i 
AdJ, ece they ^ierrVJ 4naii*s wicked (L'a49» 
Were generoiM foc«, or real fr^MKfcs." 4^ 

When tlws the Dog, with f<;;oriiful imlc^ 
"' Secure of iA»ing, thou dar^ revile. 
Clowns af€ to poUfli'd manners blind { 
tiow ignorant \t the «a(lic viiad J 

\0h. U, Q l^fy 
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My worth fagacious courtiers fee, 25 

And to preferment rife, like me. 

The thriving piaip, who beauty fets, 

Hath oft* enhanc'd a nation's debts : 

Friend fets liis* friend^ without* regard. 

And minifters his (kill reward : 30 

Thus train'd by man, I learnt his ways j 

And growing favour feafts my days.** 

" I might have guefs'd, the PartHdge faid, 
The place \vhcre you were train'd and fed; 
Servants are apt^ and in a trice 35 

Ape to a hair their matter's vice. 
You came from court, you fay. Adieu !" 
Slic faid, and to the covey flew. 



FABLE XXXI. 

THE UNIVERSAL APPARITION. 

A R A K E, by every paffion rulM, 
•*■ ^ With cvtry vice hiis youth had cooPd ; 
Difeafe his tainted blood aflaih ; 
His fpirits droop, his vigour fails t 
With fecrct ills at home he pines, 5 

-And, like infirm old agej declines. 

As, twing'd with pain, he penfive iits, 
And raves, and prays, and fwcars, by fits, 
A> ghaftly Phantom, lean and wan, 
Before him rofe, and thus began : 10 

1 -' ... ♦<«My 
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" My name, perhaps, hath reach'd your car{ 
Attend, and be advis'd by Care. 
Nor love, nor honour, wealthy nor power* 
Can give the heart a chearful hour. 
When health is lod. Be timely wife : 15 

With health all tafle of pleafure flies." 

Thus faidj the Phantom difappears. 
The wary counfel wak'd his fears. 
He now from all excefs ablbiins. 
With phyiic purities his veins ; %% 

And, to procure a fober life^ 
Refolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite afcends. 
Where'er he walks, his ear attends, 
Infinuates that beauty 's frail, 25 

That perfeverance muft prevail; , 
With jealoufies his brain inflames. 
And whifpers all her lovers' names. 
In other hours fhe reprefents 
His houfehold charge, his annual rents, 30 

Increafing debts, perplexing duns. 
And nothing for his younger fons. 

Straight all his thought to gain he turns. 
And with the thirft of lucre burns. 
But, when polTefs'd of Fortune's ftore, 35 

The Spe6fa:c haunts him more and more; 
Sets want and mifery in view. 
Bold thieves, and all the murdering crew; 
Alarms him with eternal frights, 
Infcfts his dream^ or wakes his nights. 40 

G a How 



HdW Ihall he chicei this hideous gucft } 

S'ower may perhaps protect his refft. 

To Fewer he rofe. Again the Sprite 

Befets him morning, noon, Und night i 

Talks of Ambition's tottering feat, 45 

How Envy perfecutes die great, 

Of rival hate, of treacherous frtencla. 

And wbac dtfgrace his fsM attends. 

The court he tjmts, to fiy from Care:, 
And fecks the peace of rural air: 5# 

His groves, his fields, amus'd lus liours ; 
He pruned his trees, he rats'd his flowers. 
But Care again his fieps purfues. 
Warns him <?f blafts, of blighting dews, 
•Of plundering infe^^s, fnails, and rains, 55 

And droughts that l>arv*d the labour'd plains. 
Abroad, at hohie, the Spcclre *s there ; 
In vain we feek to €y from Care, 

At length he thus the Ghoft addrcft : 
** Since thou muft be my conftant guefl^ 4« 

Be kind, and follow me no mor6 ; 
For Care, by right, Ihduld go before." 

FABLE XXXIL 

rkx, TWO OWLS AND THE SPARROW^ 

'T^WO formal Owls together fiit, 
•*• Conferring thus in folemn chat. 
•* How is the* modern tafte decayM ! 
IVherc *s the rcfpeft to wifdom paid ? 

$ Our 
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Oar worth the Greci^ fages knew ; 5 

They gave our fires the honour due j 

They weigh'd the di^ty of fowls, 

And pry'd into the depth of Owls; 

Athens, the feat of learned fame. 

With gcn^raF voice revcr'd our name ; j^ 

On mcrir title was conferrM, 

And all ador'd th* Athenian bird." 

•* Brother, you reafon well, replies 
The folemn nuKre, with half-lhut eyey. 
Right. Athens was the feat cf learning,, 1*5: 

And truly wifdom is difcerning^r- 
Bcfulcs, on Pallas' helm wc (it,- 
The type and ornament of wic : 
But now, alas ! we *rc quite negle£tcd. 
And a pert Sparrow 's more rcfpe^ed." 2^ 

A Sparrow, who was lodg'd bc-iide. 
Overhears them footh each other's pride 1 
And thus he nimblv vents his heat : 

*' Whomcais a fool muft find conceit. 
P granr you wejrc at Athens gi ac\l, 2 5 

And on Mincrvf^'s helm Were plac'dj 
But cfcry bird that wings t\\& Iky, 
Except an Ow^, ca^ tell you why : 
From hence they tavght their fchools to know^ 
How h\(t we judge by outward (hoWf 30 

That wc ihould never k)Ok!s e(Uemf 
Since fools as wife as you might feern* 
Would ye contempt and fcorn avoid} 
Let your vain-glory be dcftroy'd 1 

G I Humble 
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Humble your arrogance of thought, * 35 

Parfuc the ways by Nature taught : 

So Ihall you find delicious fare, 

And grateful farmers praife your cafe j 

So (hall fleck mice your chace reward, 

And no keen cat find more regard." 4* 



FABLE XXXIII. 

THE COURTIER AND PROTEUS. 

WHENE'ER a Qourticr *s out of place. 
The country Ihclters his difgracc ; 
Where, doom'd to exejrcife and health. 
His houfe and gardens own lus wealth. 
He builds new fchemes, in liope to gain 5 

The plunder of another reign j 
Like Philip's fon, would fain be doing. 
And fighs for other realms to ruin. 

As one of thefe (without his wand) 
Penfive along the winding ftrand le 

Employed the folitary hour. 
In projefts to regain his po>Mpr, 
The waves in fpVeading circles ran, 
Proteus arofe, and thus began. 

" Came you from court ? for in your mien 15 
A felf-important air is fcen." 

He frankly own'd his friends had trick'd him, > 
Aucl how he fell his party's vi6\im. 

" Know, 
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" Know, fays the God, by macchlcfs (kill 
I change to every ihape at will ; 29 

Bu: yet, I 'm told, at court you fee 
Thofc who prefume to rival me," 

Thus faid : a Sn::ke, with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends his fcaly mail. 

" Know, fays the Man, though proud in place, 
All Courtiers are of reptile ract*. 
Like you, they take that dreadful form, 
Bafli in the fun, and fly the dorm j 
With malice hifs, with envy glote. 
And for convenience change their coat j 30 

With new-got luftre rear their head. 
Though on a dunghill born and bred.'* 

Sudden the God a Lion Hands ; 
He fhakes his mane, he fpurns the fands. 
Now a fierce Lynx, with fiery glare ; 35 

A Wolf, an Afs, a Fox, a Bear. 

" Had 1 ne'er liv'd at court, he cries, 
Such transformation might furprizej 
But there, in queil of daily game. 
Each able Courtier a6ts the fame ; ^% 

Wolves, Lions, Lynxes, while in place, 
Their friends and tellows are their chace. 
They play the Bear's and Fox's part. 
Now rob by force, now fteal with art. 
They fometimes in the fenate bray, . 45 

Or, chang'd again to beafts of prey, 
I>own from the Lion to the Ape, 
Pradlife the frauds of every fliape." 

G 4 S» 
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So {k\d : QpOB the god he files, 

In cords the (IruggUng capttre ties* 5«i 

" Now, Proteus ! now (to truth compcll'd) 
Speak, and confcis thy art excelN. 
Uf€ ftrength, furprize,. or what you wtH^^ 
The Courtier finds evafions ffill; 
Not tohc bound by any tics, 5J 

And ncvei: forc'd to heave hrs lyes.*'' 



FAB^LE XXXIV. 

TH£ MASTIFFS. 

np^H O S E who in quarrels interpofc> 
•*" Muft often wipe a bloody nofc. 
A Maftiff, of true Englifc. bloody 
T,ovM fighting better than his food. 
When dogs were fnarHng for a bone, 5 

lie Iong*d t»n>ake the war his own, 
And often found (when two contend > 
To imerpoie ol)tatn'd his endr. 
He gU)ry d in his limpins pace ; 
The fears of honour feaniM his face f !• 

In every linab a gaih appears^ 
And frequent fights retrench'd his caw. 

As on 1 time Jie heard from far 
Two dogs ehgag'd in noify war. 
Away he fcours> and lays about him, 15 

Kcfolv'd no fray (hould be wkhout hkiw 

Forth 
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Fbnh from his yard a tmner ffies^ 
^nd to the bokl inmider cries : 

<* A cudgel {hall corre£b your manners i 
Wiwnce i^ung this curfed hate to tanncrt? tO' 
While on my dog you vent your fpitc. 
Sirrah ! 'tis me you dare not bite." 

To fee the battle thus pexplcx'd> 
With equal rage a butcher, vex'd,. 
Hoarle-fcreaming from the circled crowd, ^5 

To the curs'd Mafliff cries aloud : 

*' Both Hock ley hole and Marybone 
The combats of my dog have known s 
He ne'er, like bullies, coward -hearted,. 
Attacks in public, to be paned* 30 

Think not, raOi fool, to fhare his fame; 
Be his the honour, or the flian>e." 

Thus fard> they fwore, and ray'd like thunder^ 
Then dragg*d their faftcn'd dogs afundcr; 
While clubs and kicks fronft.every fide 35 

Itcboundcd from the Maftift's hide. 

All reeking now with fweat and blood,. 
A while the paned warriors fk)od ; 
Then poured upon the meddliDg foe,. 
Who, worried, howFd and.fprawl'd bcl6w« 40^ 
He rofc ; and, limping from the firay. 
By both (idct mangled, fneak'd away« 
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FABLE XXXV. 

THE BARLSY'MOW AND THE DUNGHILL. 

TTQW many faucy airs wc meet 

•*-■■' From Temple-bar to Aldgatc-ftreet ! 

Proud rogues, vvbo fhar'd the South-fca prey. 

And fprung like mufhrooms in a day ! 

They think it mean to condefccnd 5 

To know a brother or a friend j 

They blufli to hear their mother's name. 

And by their pride expofe their ihame. 

As crofs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way, i« 

He ftopp'd i and, leaning on his fork, 
Obferv'd the flail's incelFant work. 
In thought he meafur'd all his flore. 
His geefe, his hogs, he number'd o'crj 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces fliorn, 15 

And multiply*d the next year's corn. 

A Barley-mow, which flood befidc, 
Thus to its mufing matter cry'd : 

** Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with negleft and flight ? 20 

Me, wlio contribute to your cheer. 
And raife your mirth with ale and beer ? 
Why thus infulted, thus difgrac'd, 
And that vile Dunghill near me plac'd ? 

Are 
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Are thofe poor fweepings of a grooniy 25 

That 61chy iigbt, that naufeous fume. 
Meet obje6ls here ? Command it hence ; 
A thing fo mean muft give offence." 

The ^mble Dunghill thus reply'd : 
" Thy maftcr hears, and mocks thy pride : 3© 
Infttlt not thus the meek and low ; 
In me thy b'enefa£kor know ; 
My wann afliftance gave thee binh, 
Or thou hadft perilh'd low in earth ; 
But up-ftarts, to fupport their ftation, 35 

Cancel at once all obligation.** 



FABLE XXX VL 

PYTHAGORAS AND THE COUNTRYMAN. 

pYTHAGORAS rofc at early dawn. 

By fearing meditation drawn j 
To breathe the fragrance of the day, 
Through flowery fields he took his way. 
In muhng contemplation wsrm, ^ 

His fteps mifled him to a farm. 
Where on a ladder's topmoft round 
A pcafant flood ; the hammer's found 
Shook the weak barn. " Say, friend, what care 
Calls for thy honeft labour there ?" lo 

The Clown, with furly voice repliesi 
" Vengeance aloud for juIUce cries. 

3 This 
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This khe, by daily r^tne fed» 

My hens' Mrnoy, my turkeys' dfcadf 

At length his forfeit life hath paid ; t$ 

See on the wall his wiDg» difplay'd r 

Here nail'd, a terror to his kindf q 

My fowls ihall future fafety find | 

My yard the thriving poultry feed,- 

And my bams* reitifd ht the bpeed/'^ 2« 

** Friend, fays tlie Sage, the doom- is wife ;. 
For public good the murderer dies r 
But, if thcfe tyrants of the air 
Demand a fentence fo fcvere, 
Think how the glutton, man, devourj-; 25: 

What bloody feafts regale his hours !' 
O impudence of power and mighty 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 
When thou, perhaps, carnivorous finDtr,^ 
Hadft pullets yefterday for dinner I" 30 

«* Hold, cry'd the Clown, with pafilon Ideated, 
Shall kites and men alike be treated ? 
When Heaven the world wirii creatures florM,- 
Man was ordain'd rheir fovcrcign lord." 

** Thus tyrants boaft, the Sage rcply'd, 35 

Whofe murders fpring from power and pride. 
Own then this manlike kite is flain, 
Thy greater luxury to fuflain ; 
For " Petty rogues fubmit to Fate, 
** That great ones may enjoy their ftate *." 40 

* Garth's Difpenfary. 

FABLE 



# A.B L £ S. Tk%t L ft 

FABLE KXXVn. 

TH£ PARME&'S WIVE AND TJiK RAVEN, 

TXTHY tw Adfc tears? ^y^iroops your head? 

Is then your other huiband dead ? 
Or docs a worfc difgracc betide ? 
Sadi no one (ince his death applvM ? 

Alas ! yOtt know the caufe too well 5 5 

The fait is fpilt, to me it fell ; 
Then, to contribute to my lofs. 
My knife and fork were laid aerofi 5 
On Friday too f the day I dread t 
Would I wore fafe at home in bed ! t^ 

Laft night (I vow to Heaven 'lis true) 
Bounce from the -fire a ooftn flew. 
^cxt poft fome fttal news (hall tell ? 
€o<l fend my Comifh friends be well t 

Unhappy Widow, ccafe thy tears, 15 

Nor feel aifflvftion in thy fears ; 
Let not thy ^mach be fufpended ; 
£at now, and weep when dinner's ended 1 
And, when the butler clears. the table. 
For thy defen I Ml read my Fable. s^ 

Betwixt her fwagging pannier^s loa4 
A Farmer's Wife to market rode, 
^^f JPggn'g •»» with'thoughcfnl cane, 
Summ'd up tlv profits of her ware | 
When, ftarting from her iilver dmm, t$ 

Thus far and wide was heard her fcrcaou 

<<Tha« 
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" That Raven on yon' left hand oak 
(Curie on his ill-betiding croak f) 
Bodes me no good." No more ihe faid. 
When poor bKnd Ball, with ftumWiirg treadi 3» 
Fell prone ; o'ertumM the pannier lay, ^^ 
And her maih'd eggs l^eflrow'd the way. 

She, fprawling in the yellow road, 
Rail'd, fwore, and curs'd. " Thou croaking toad, 
A murrain take thy wliorefon throat I 35 

I knew misfortune in the note." 

" Dame, quoth tlie Raven, fpare your oaths. 
Unclench your fift, and wipe your cloaths. 
But why on me thofc curfes throwm ? 
Goody, the fault was all 5'our own ; 4« 

For, had you laid tliis brittle ware 
On Dun, the old fure-footed mare, 
Though all the Ravens of the Uusdred 
With croaking had your tongue out-thundered, 
;Sure-footed pun had kept her legs, 45 

And you, good Woman, fav*d ypur eggs." 

FABLE XXXVHI. 

THE TURKEY AND THE ANT. 

IN other men we faults can fpy, 
And blame the mote that dims their eye. 
Each hctle fpeck and blemifh find ; 
'To our own fironger errors blind. 

ATjor- 
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A Turkey y tir'd of common food, ^ 

Forfook the barn, and fought the wood ; 
Behind her ran an infant train, ; 

CoUedingJiere and there a grain. 
" Draw near, my Birds I the Mother cries^^ 
This hill delicious fare fupplies; !• 

Behold the bufy negroe race. 
See millions blacken all the place ! 
Fear not ; like me with freedom eat ; 
An Ant is mofl delightful meat. 
How blefs'd, how envy*d, were our life, i # 

Could we but 'fcape the poulterer's knife ! 
But man, curs'd man, on Turkeys preys. 
And Chriflmas fhonens all our days. 
Sometimes with oyAers we combine. 
Sometimes afljft the favoury chine j .ad*, 

From the low peafant to the lord, 
The Turkey fmokcs on every boarcjj 
Sure men for gluttony are curs'd, 
Of the feven deadly fms the worfl." 

An Ant, who climb'd beyond his reach, 25 

Thus anfwer'd from the neighbouring beech : 
** Ere you remark another's fin, 
Bid thy own confcicnce look within j 
Control thy more voracious bill, 
Nor for a breakfafl nations kill.*' 30 
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FABLE XXXIX. 

THE FJiTHEE AND J&PiT£&« 

♦TpME Man to Jove his fuit prcferr'd j 
-*• He begg'd a wife : fcis prayer was hear^« 
Jqvc wonderM at his bold addrei^ng^ 
For how precarious is die blcilingl 

A wife hfc takes : and now for heirs 5 

Again he worries Heaven with prayers* 
Jove nods afifcnt : two hopeful boy* 
And a fine girl reward his Joys. 

Now more folicirous he grew, 
And fct their future lives in view^ »• 

He faw that ^11 refpefit and duty 
*Werc paid to wealth, to power, and beauty. 

•** Once more, he cries, accept ray prayer 5 
Make my \tiv*d progeny thy care : 
iLct my firft hope, my favourite boy, 15 

AH Fortune's richeft gifts enjoy. 
My next with ftrong ambition iirc i 
JMay favour teach him to afprc, 
Till he the flep of power afcend. 
And courtiers to their idol bend t i$ 

With every grace, with e\'ery charm, 
My daughter's perfcd features «m(u 
If Heaven approve, a Father 's blcfs'd.'* 
Jove fmiles, and grants his full requefU 

The firft, a mifer at the heart, 15 

Studious of every piping art, "^ 

Heap* 
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Helps hoards on hoards with anxious pain, 

And all his life dcTOtei to gain. 

He feels no joy, \m cares increafe, 

fie neither wakes nor ileeps in peace i 3« 

In fancy'd want (a wretch complete) 

He fiarves, and yet he dares not eat* 

The next to fuddcn honours grew j 

Tlie thriving art of courts he knew ; 

He reach'd the height of power and place, 55 

Then fell the vi^^im of difgrace. 

Beauty with early bloom Supplies 
His daughter's cheeks, and points her eyes. 
The vain coquette each fuit difdains. 
And glories in her lovers* pains. 4t 

With age ihe fade*;, each lover flics j 
Contcmn'd, foriorn, (he pines and ditjs. 

When Jove tlie Father's grief furveyM, 
And heard him Heaven and Fate upbraid. 
Thus fpoke the God : •* By outward (how 4 ^ 
Men judge of happinefs and woe. 
Shall ignoiance of good and ill 
l^re to dire6l th' eternal will ? 
i>cck virtue ; and, of that polTcO, 
To Providence rclign the reft.** 5« 

FABLE XL. 

THB TWOMONKEVS. 

'T* H E learned, full of inward pride, 
The fop* of outward Ihow deride ; 
Vol. n. 11 TU 
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The fdp» with kacning «t defiatocc> 
Scofis tt the pedant and the fcience : 
The Don, a^feniMl folemn ftrnttes^ 5 

Defies Moniicur's «rs and flutter ; 
-While MoaGeur mocks the formal fool, 
-Who looks, and Ipcaks, and walks, by «uk» 
Bntain, a medley of Ae twain, 
As pert as France, as grave as Spain, i« 

•In fancy wifer than the reft. 
Laughs at them both, of both the jeft 
Is not the Poet's chiming dofe 
<Jenfur*d by all Ae'fons of Profc*? 
While bards of quick iaaagittation 15 

Defpifc the flcepy profe narration. 
Men laugh at apes : they men eontemn s 
Tor what are we but apes to them ? 

Two Monkeys went tu South wark fair; 
"No critics had a fourer ^r : * 20 

IThey forc'd their way through draggled folks. 
Who gap d to catch Jack Pudding's jokes 5 
Then took their «tickets for the ihow. 
And got by chance the foremoft row. 
To fee then: grave observing face, »5 

Provok'd a laugh through ail the place. 

*< Brother, fays Pug, and turn'd his head, 
Tltc rabble 's mondrouily iU-bred.- ' 

Now throu^ the booth loud hi^es ran. 
Nor ended till the fhbw began. 3^ 

The tumbler wliarls the flip-flap round* 
U th ibmerfets.he ihakes the grott:.ds 

The 
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The cord beneath the dancer ^rings 1 

Aloft in air the vauher Cwings ; 

l)iftorted now, no wprone depends, 35 

l^ow throygh hH twifted arms aftondsf 

The crowd, in wonder and delight. 

With clapping hands applaud the fight. 

With fmilcs, quoth P«g, «« if pranks like thciCe 
The giant-apes of rcafon pleafc, 49 

How would they wonder at our arts 1 
They muft adore us for our parts. 
JHigh on the twig I 've fecn you cling. 
Play, twift, and turn in airy ring : 
How can thofe clumfy things, like mo^ 45 

•Fly with a bound from tree to tree ? 
But yet, by this applaufe, we find 
Thcfc emulators of our kind 
Difccrn our wortli, our parts regard, 
Who our mean mimics tluis reward." «• 

*• Brother, the grinning mate replies. 
In this I grant that man is wife ? 
While good example they purfue, *" 

Wc muft allow fome praife is due f 
Bat, when they flrain beyond their guidfl^ 55 

1 laugh to fcorn the mimic pride j 
For how fantaftic is the fight, 
To meet men always bolt upright, 
Bccaufe we fometimes walk on tw«1 
i lute the imitating crew.'' I19 
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dAY'S POEMS, 
FABLE XLI. 

THE OWt AND THE FARMER. 

AN Owl of grave dei>ort and mien, 
Who (like the Turk) was feldom fccn. 
Within a barn had chofe his ilation, 
As fit for prey and contemplation : 
Upon a lieam aloft he fits, 5 

And nods, and fecms to think by fits. 
So have I fecn a man of news 
Or Poft-boy or Gazette |:>crufc. 
Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound. 
And fix the fate of Euro|^ round. ' lO 

Sheaves pil'd on Ihcavcs hid all the floor : 
At dawn of morn to view his (lore 
The Farmer came. The hooting gueft 
His fclf-imponance thus expreft: 

•« Reafon in man is mere pretence : ij 

How weak, how fliallow, is his fenfe ! 
To treat with fcorn the Bird of Night, 
Declares his folly or his fpitc. 
Then, too, how partial is his praife t 
The lark's, the linnet's, chirping lays a© 

Tq his ill-judging cars arc fine; 
And nightin*^alcs are all divine : 
But the more knowing feather*d race 
See wifdom iVampd upon my facc^ , 
Whentcr to vifit light 1 deign, «5 

hat flocks of fowl compofc my train ! 

Like 
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Like ilavesy they crowd my flight behind^ 
And own mc of fupcrior kind." 

The Farmer laugh'd, and thus reply 'd : 
'* Thou dull important lump of pride, 3* 

Dar'ft thou with that harfh grating tongue 
Depreciate birds of warbling fong ? 
Indulge thy fpleen : know men and fowl 
Regard thee^ as thou art, an Owl. 
Beiides, proud'Blockhead ? be not vain 35 

Of what thou call'd thy flaves and train : 
Few follow Wifdom or lier rules; 
Fools in derifion follow fools." 



FABLE XLIJ. 

THE JUGGLERS. 

A JUGGLER long through all tlic Town 

^ Had rais'd his fortune and renown j 
You 'd think (fo far his art tranfcend*) 
The devil at bi§ £ngers' ends. 

Vice heard his fame, ihe read his bill; 5 

Convinced of his inferior (kill, 
She fought his boodv and from the crowd 
Dcfy*d the man of art aloml. 

" Is this then he fo fam'd for Height ? 
Can this (low bungler cheat yt>ur fight > »• 

Dares he with me difpute the prize } 
I leave it to impartial eyes." 

Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, " 'Tis done; 
Ia fdence I fobmit to none.'* 

H J Thus 



Thus faid, die cups and balls lie play*'d ^ 15 

By turns thk bere^ that ther», conveyM*. 

The cards» obedient to hk wokIs, 

Are by a fiiiip turn'd to birds. 

His little boxes change the grain : 

Tridt after trick deludes the train. m 

He ihakes his bag, he ihews all fak i 

His fingers fpread> and nothing there |. 

Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold ; 

And now his ivory eggs are xM ; 

But, when from thence tlie hen he draws>. ti_ 

Ainaz'd fpc£fators hum applaufc. 

Vice now flcpt forth, and took the place^ 
With all the ibriAs of his grimace. 

** This magic looking-glafe, ihe cries^ 
(There, hand- it round) will charm your tfycs.** 3% 
Each eagtfr eye the fight delirM^ 
And eirery man himfelf admii^. 

Next, to. a fcnator addrefling, 
" See this bank-note 5 obferve die Wkfling, 
Breathe on the bilL Heigh, pafe ! 'Tis gone." g^ 
Vpon his lips a padlock fhown. 
A fecond puff the magic broke; 
The padlock vanifh'd, and Ije fpoke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board 
All full, with heady liquor ftor*d> 4^ 

By clean conveyance difappear. 
And now two bloody fwords arc thcrr. 

A purfe Ihe to a thief expos^dJ 
At once his ready Angers clds'icl. . ' 
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Ht opet his fiflt the titafure 's fled ; 45 

He fees a halter in its ftead* i 

%e bid» Ambition bold a wand| 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity flw ftows. 
^ Blow hers I "^ and a .church- warden blows . 5 • 
Tis vanifh'd with conveyance neat. 
And on ilic table fniokes^a treats 

&» (hakes the dice, the board (he knoeki^. 
And from all pochets^lh .her box. 

Sbe next a meagre rake addreft. 55 

** This pi6hir6 fee j her (hape, her breaft ! 
What youth, and what inviting «yes ! 
Hold her». and have her/*^ With forprize^ 
His band expos'd a, box of. pills. 
And a loud laugh proclaimed his ills. i« > 

A counter^ in a mifer*s hand, 
Qtew twenty guineas at command... 
She bids his heir, the fiun .retain. 
And *tis a counter now again. 

A guinea witlv-her touch you -fee : ^ 

Take every fliapc but Charity ; 
And not one thifig.you faw, or drew^. 
Bat changed from what was firft in view» 

The Juggler now, in grief of hearty 
With this fubmiiHon own'd her act. 7* 

** Can I fuch matchlefs fleighic withftand 1 
How pra6lice bath improved your hand I 
But now and then I cheat the throng j 
lEotu .every day, and all day long,** 

Hi4 PABL£ 
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FABLE XLIII. 

THE COUNCIL OF HORSES. 

T T P O N a time a neiglung ftecd, 
*^ Who graa*d among a numerous breed, 
"With mutiny had fir'd the train, 
And fpread diffcnfion through the plain. 
On matters that concern'd the Hate 5 

The Council met in grand debate. 
A Colt, whofe eye-balls flaro'd with ire. 
Elate with ftiength and youthful fire, 
lu haflc ftept furth before the reft. 
And tlius the liftening throng addreft. x« 

** Good Gods I liow ab3e£b is our race, 
Conderon*d to ilavery and difgrace ! 
Shall we our fervitudc retain, 
Becaufc our ijres have borne the chain ? 
Confider, Fiicnds ! your ftrcngth and might; 15 
'Tis conqueft to aifert your right. 
How cumbrous is the gilded coach I 
The pride of man is our reproach. 
Were we deiignM for daih toil. 
To drag the plough-lhare through the foil, at 
To fweat in harncfs through the road, 
To groan beneath the carrier's load > 
How feeble arc the tvvo-legg*d kind ! 
What ^rce is in our nerves combined I 
Shall then our nobler jaws fubmit 25 

To fo^ra and champ the galling bii& J^ 

Shalt 
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Shall haughty man my back. Ixiftiidc ? 

Shall the fharp fpur provoke my fide * 

Forbid it, Heavens ? Rcje£l the rein j 

Your ihame, your infamy, difdain. 39 

Let him the lion firft control, 

And ftill the tiger's famifliM growh 

Let us, like them, our freedom claim. 

And make him tremble at our name.** 

A general nod approT'd the caufe, 3^ 

And all the circle neigh'd applaufe. 
When, lo ! with grave and folemn pacc» 
A Steed advanc'd before the race. 
With age and long experience wife j 
Around he cafV his thoughtful eyes, 4* 

And, 10 the murmurs of the train. 
Thus fpoke the Ne(Vor of the plain. 

*' When I had health and (bengtb, like you» 
The toils of fervitude I knew ; 
Now grateful man rewards my pains, 44 

And gives me all thefe wide domains^ 
Ac will I crop the year's increafe j 
My latter life is reft and peace. 
I grant, to man we lend our pains. 
And aid htm xo corre£k the plains ^ ^# 

But doth not he divide the care, 
Through all tlie labours of the year? 
How many thoufand ftru£lures rife, 
To fence us from inclement ikies ! 
For us he bears the fultry day, 55 

And Aores up all our wincec's liay.. 

He 
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He fowSy he reaps the harveft's gain ; 
We (bare the toil, and ihare the grain. 
Since eTery creature was decreed 
To aid each other's mutual need,. 
Appeafe your difcontented mindy 
And z€t the part by Heaven aOign'd." 

The tumult ccas*d. The Colt fubmitted^ 
And, like his anccfbrs, was bitted. 



FABLE XLIV. 

THE HOVND AND THE HUNTSMAN*. 

IMPERTINENCE at firft h borne 
-^ With heedkis ilight^ or Anilet of fcorn s 
Teaz'd into wraths what patience bears 
The notfy fool who perfeyeres i 

The morning wakes, the Huntfman founds^ 5 
At once ruih forth the joyful Houndt ; 
They feek the wood with eager pace. 
Through buih> thnra^h briery explore the chace : 
Now fcatter'd wide they try the plain, 
AndfnufF the dewy turf, in vain. !• 

What care, what tnduilry, what pains \' 
What univerfal (ilence reigns 1 

Ringwood, a dog of Ihtla^ame, 

Young, pert, and ignotrant of game^. 

At once difplays his babbling thcoat^. 15. 

The pack, regardlefs of the note, 

Furfue the fcent; with louder fbraiA. 

He QUI perfiils to vex the train« 

Tilt 
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The Hantfman to Ac clamouf flies, 
The fmacking lafh he fmanly plifes. a*. 

His ribs aH welk'd, with howling toni 
The puppy thus exprefe^d hid moan t. 

** I know the mikic of my tongue 
Long lincc the pack with envy ftang. 
What will not fpitef Thcfe hitter f raarts^ a 5 

1 owe to my ftiperior parts.* 

•« When Puppies prate, the Htintfman cary'd. 
They Ihew both ignorance and pride :- 
Fools may our ftom, not enfy^ raifc.^ 
For envy is a Icitid of praiie. 3» 

Had not thy fiorward ncwfy tongue 
Aroclaim'd th«e always- in. t!he wronf) 
Thoumightfthaw mingkd with nJie -reft,. 
And ne'er thy foolift noft confeft; 
But fools, to talking ever prone, 35. 

An: fure to make their follies known^* 
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THE rOBT AUD THE R09«» 

T HATE the man who builds his name: 

•^ On ruins of another's fame. 

Thus pnMlcs, by chara£Urs o'erthiown*. 

Imagine that they raife their own. 

Thus fcribblers, covetous Of prufe, sr 

Tbink flandci can tranfplaiit the bays^. >• 

Beauties 
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Beauties and bards have equal pride. 

With both all rivals are decry'd. 

Who praifes Lefbia*s eyes and feature. 

Mud call her filler aukward creature j ««^ 

For the kind flattery 's fare to charm, 

When we fome other nymph difarm. 

As in the cool of early day . 
A Poet fought the fweets of Ma}^ 
The garden's fragrant breath afcends, 15 

And every flalk with odour bends ; 
A Rofe he pluck'd, he gaz*d, admir*d^ 
Thus fmging, as the Mufe infpir*d : . 
*' Go, Rofe, my Chloe's bofom grace j 

*« How happy ihall I prove, 2« 

^* Might I fupply that envy'd place 

** With never-fading love ! 
" There, Phoenix-like, beneath her eye,. 
'< Involv'<i in fragrance, burn and die. 
*^ Know, haplefs Flower 1 that thou fhalt find 25 

** More fragrant Rofes there j 
<* I fee thy withering head reclin'd 

*' With envy and dcfpair t 
^ One common fate we both muil prove ; 
** You die with envy,. I with love.** 3^ 

** Spare your comparifons, reply'sd 
Ad angry Rofe, who grew befide. 
Of all mankind you fhoukl not flout us j 
What can a Poet do without us } 
In every love*fong Rofes bloom ; 35 

W« knd you colour and perfume 1 
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Does it to ChIoe*s charms conduce^ 

To found her praife on our abufe ? 

Muft wc, to flatter her, be made 

To wither, envy, pine, and fade ? 40 



FABLE XLVL . 

TRE CUR, THB HORSE, AND THE SHEPHERD'S DOG. 

'T^HE lad of all-fufficicnt merit 

With rao<lefty ne'er damps liis fpiritj 
Prefuming on his own ikfcrts. 
On all alike his tongue exerts ; 
His noify ^okes at random throws, 5 

And pertly fpatters friends and foes. 
Ib wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own difgrace? 
Too late the forward youth (hall find 
That jokes are fometlmes paid in kind 1 ■• 

Or, if they canker in the breaft. 
He makes a foe who makes a jefl. 
A village Cur, of fnappifh r^^y' 
The perteft puppy of the place, 
Imagin'd that his treble throat 15 

Was Meft with Mu(ic*s fwceteil note ; 
In the mid road he baikiiig lay. 
The yelping nuifance of the way ; 
For not a creature pafs'd along^ 
Bwt had a famplc of liis foi)g. to 

Soon 
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Sooi as the croctiog Steed ke hearsy 
He ftartSy he cocks bis dapper ears ; 
Away he fcowers, a^aults his hoof; 
>low near him (barls, now barks aloof i 
With (hrill impertiDence attends, 25 

14or leaves him till the village ends. 
^t chanc'dy upon his evil day, 
A Pad came pacing down tlie way*; 
'^he Cur, with never^ceaiing toogDe, 
<Upon the .pafHog cravcUer fprung. ^% 

The Horfey from-fcem provok*il to ircy 
^lung backward ; tolHng in the mirCy 
'7he Puppy howl'dy and biecdtog lay; 
TThe Pad in peace v^rfned his way. 

A Shepherd^ Bog, who faw die deed, 3^ 

Detefting the vezatioas bieed, 
l&fpoke him thus : ** When coscombs |>rate^ 
They kindle wnidiy contempt, or hate ; 
Thy teazibg tongue had judgement ty'd. 
Thou hadft not like a^puf^ dy'd." 
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THE COVRT or DEATH. 

TXE ATH, on a folemn night of ftat% 
"•■^ In all his pomp of terror fate : 
Th' auendants of his gloomy -migny 
i>irea(es dire, a ghaftly -train ! 

^Crow4 
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CiDwd the vaft court. With hollow tone, 5 

A Toice thus thunder'd from the throoe : 

"** This flight our minifter we name^ 

Let every fervant fpeak his claim ; 

Merit ihall hear this ebon wand." 

All, at the word, ifaretch'd fonh their hand. !• 

Fever, with burning heat poileft, 
Advanc'd, and for the wand addreft. 

" I to the weekly bills appeal, 
Let thofc exprefs my fervent zeal; 
On every flight occafion near, 1 5 

VTith violence I pcrfcvcre.** 

Next Gout appears with limping pacci 
^Pleads how he fliifts f^om place to place ; 
'From head to foot howfvvift he Aies, 
And every joint and finew plies } ff« 

"Still working when he feems fupprefty 
A mod tenacious flubborn gueft. 

A haggard fpe^re from the crew 
Crawls forth, an4 thus aflerts his due { 
^ 'Tis I who taint the fwecteft joy, a{ 

And in the ihape of Love deflroy : 
My (hanks, funk eyes, and nofelefs face, 
Prove my pretenfion to the jplace.'* 

Stone urg'd his cver-igrowing force $ 
And, next, Confumption's meagre corfe, 39 

With ficeble voice, that fcarce was heard. 
Broke with fhort coughs, his fuit preferr^il t 
" Let none objeft my lingering way, 
I gain, like Fabius, ^y <lebiy ^ 

1 Fatigu« 
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Fatigue and weaken every foe 35 

By long attack, fccure, though flow.** 

Plague rcprefents his rapid power. 
Who thinn'd a nation in an hour. 

All fpoke their claim, and hop*d the wand. 
Now expectation hufh'd the hand ; 4* 

When thus the Monarch from the throne: 

'• Merit Was ever modeft known. 
What, no Phyfician fpeak his right! 
None here ? but fees their toils requite. 
Let then Intemperance take the wand» 45 

Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 
You, Fever, Gout, and all the reft, 
^Whom wary men, as foes, deteft) 
Forego your claim ; no more pretend ; 
Intemperance is eftecm'd a friend ; 50 

He ftiaics their mirth, their fecial joys. 
And as a courted gueft deftroys. 
The charge on him muft juftly fall, 
Who finds employment for you all." 



FABLE XLVIIL 

THB GARDENER AND THE HOG. 

A GARDENER, of peculiar tafle, 
•^^ On a young Hog his favour plac'd, 
Who fed not with the common herd j 
His tray was to the hall pwfcrr'd. 



Be 
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He wallow'd underneath t)St boftrd, 5 

Or in hts mafter's Qhamber fbor'd, 

Who/ondlyftroik'd him every day. 

And tiught him ^1 the PUpi>y's play^ 

Where'er he wcat, the grunting friend 

Ne'er fail'd his pleafure to attend, 10 

As 00 a time the loving pair 
Walk'd fonh to tend the garden's care, 
The Maftcr thus addrefs'd the Swine : 

•* My houfe, ray garden, all is tliine. 
Op. turnips feaft wliene'er you pieafe, 15 

And riot in my beans and peafe; 
If the potatoe's tafte delights. 
Or the red carrot's fvveec invites, 
Indulge thy morn and evcnmghqurs ; 
Hut let due care regard my Bowers : 20 

My tulips are n^y garden's pride ; 
What vaft expence thofe beds fupply'd !" . 

The Hog by chance one morning roam'd. 
Where with new ale the veirds foam'd : 
He munches now the beaming grains, 25 

Now with full fwill the liquor drains. 
Intoxicating fumes a rife ; 
"He reels, he rolls his winkmg eyes ; 
Then daggering through the garden fcours, , 
And treads down painted ranks of flowers. 30 
With delving i'nout he turns the foil, 
And cools his pabte with the fpoil. 

The Maftcr came, the ruin fpy'd 4 
"Villain! fufpend thy rage, he cry'd. 

Vol. IL I Haft. 
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Hafl tbouy thoQ moft' ungrateful for, i$ 

^ly charge, my onfy charge, forgot ? 
What, all my flowers !" No more he faiJ, 
But gaz*d, and figh^d^ and hung his head* 

The Hog with ftuttering fpccch returns : 
-** Explain, Sir, why your anger burns. 40 

See there, untouch'd, your tulips ibrown, 
•For I dcvour'd the roots alone." 

At this the Gardener's paiTion grows | 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows. 
irhe (lubbom brute the blows fufouns, 45 

AlVauhs his leg» and tears the veins. 

" Ah ! foolilh Swain ! too late you find 
That (lyes were forfuch friends defignM !** 

Homeward he limps with painful pace, 
:Rcflc6king thus on paft difgrace : 50 

^« Who cherilhes a brutal mate, 
jSh^ll mourn the foUy foon or late." 1 

I 
I 
FABLE XLIX. 
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THE MAN AND THE FL£A. 

"TXTIIETHER on earth, in a1r, or tnaiu, 
^ ^ Sure ever)' thing alive is vain ! 
Do^s not the Hawk all fowls furvey. 
As deftin'd only for his prey ? 
And do not tyrants, prouder things, 
Tliink men were born for ilavcs to kings? 
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When the Crab vie-ws the yearly ftrand*, 
t)r Tagus, bright with golden faads. 
Or crawls *befide the coral grove. 
And hears the ocean roll above, i o 

" Nature is too profufe, fay^ lie, 
Who gave all thcfc to pleafure rac T' 

Wiien bordermg finks and rofcs bk>om. 
And every garden breathes jperfume ; 
AVhcn peaches glow with funny dy'cs, 1 5 

l^ike Laura's cheek when bluihes riie i 
When with huge figs the branches bend, 
"VVhcn cluftcrs from the vine depend j 
The Snail looks round on flower and trcv 
And cricsv " All thefe were made for mc !"* ao 

'* What dignity 's in human nature !'' 
Says Man, the moft conceited creature. 
As from a cliff he cad his eye, 
And view'd *hc fea and arched (ky. 
The fun was funk 'beneath die main ; 45 

The moon and all the (hrry train .» 

Hung the vaft vault of Heaven. Tlie Maa 
His contemplation thus began': ^ 

** When I behold this glorious fliow, 
And the wide watery world below, 3<r 

The fcaly people of the main, 
The beads that range the wood or plain, 
*l'hc wing'd inhabitants of au, 
The day, the night, tlic various year; 
And know all thefe by Heaven clefi^ja'd 35 

4s Jiftii to phrafure human-kin<J-; 

1 * I caanoc 



:I caimat vdfe my worth too high ; ^ 

iOf what vaft confe<|uence «!iti 1 1" 

" Not of th' importance you fuppofe* 
Replied a Flea upon his 4)ofe^ '* 40 

Be humMe, learn thyfelftoican; * - * 

Know, pride was never made for man. 
Tis vanity that fweils tliy oiind. 
What I heaven, and earth for thee. dcfign'd ! 
For thee, made only for oup need, 45 

That, more important Fleas might -feed.** . 

F A B L E L. 

THS HARE AnVfMKfiY FRIl^NDS* 

TpRIENDSHIP, like love, is but a name, 

■■• Unlefs to one you (tint tlie flame. 

The child, whom many fathers ^are. 

Hath feldom known a father's care. 
^. *Tis thus in friendfhipsj who depend 5 

On many, rarely find a friend, 
j^ A Hare who, in a civil way, 

Comply*d with every thing, like Gay, 

Was known by all the bcflial train 

Who haunt the. wood, or graze. the plain j 10 

Her care was never to ofi'eijd ; 

And every creature was her ftiend. 
As forth (he went at. early dawn. 

To tafte the dew-befprinkled lawn, 

Behind fhe hears the hunter's cries, • 15 

^nd from the decp-moyth'd thunder ilies. 

She 
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She Harts, fhe ftops, (he pants fbr bwath >. : . 

Slie hears the nefcr acl\faDce of dfc^th ; 

She doubles; to Hiifieacl the hound, 

And meafu^es buck, her nrnzy round ;• »o 

Till, faintii^ in the, public way. 

Half-dead with fear flic gafping lay. 
What tranfport in her bofom grew, 

When firft the Horfe appear*d in view |. 

" Let me, fays {he,.yawr back afcend, 25 

And owe my faftty to ai/tend. 
Yea know my feot betray my ftight : 
To friendihip wtiry burden 's light." 

The HorCe reply.'d, "Poor honcft Pufsy 
n grieves my heait to fee thee thus : . jo 

Be comforted, relief is near^ 
For all your ft-iqnds are in the rear.** 
She next the aatcly Bull iroplor'd ; 
And thus repryM the rpightylard-: 
"Since every beaft alive can tell 35 

That I finccrely wifli you-well,- 
I may, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 
Love calls me hence; a favourite Cow 
Kxpcfts me near yon' barley-mow j ^o 

And, when a lady 's in'tlie cafe, 
You know, all other things give place. 
To leave you thus mighrfeem unkind ,• 
But fee, the Goat is juft behind.** 

The Goat rcmark'd " her pulfe was high, 4$ 
Her languid head, lier heavy eye : 

X 3 My 
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My backy fays he, m«y db you harm j 
The Sheep 's^ at hand, and mtooI is vntrmJ' 

The Sheep wa« feeble, and complain'd 
' " His fides, a load of wool ^uftain'd ; * 5a 

Said, he was flow, confcfsM his fearfr; 
For hounds cat (hecp as well a^ hares." 

She now iIks trotting Calf addrefs'tf, 
To fave from death a friend diftrcf»*d. 

" Shall I, fays he, of tender age,* 5^ 

In this important care engage * 
Older and abler pafs'd you by^ 
How llrong attf tli(^ ! kow weak am I*! 
Should I. prefume to bear you hence, 
' -Thofe friends of mine may take offence. 60 

Excufe me, tlien j you know my heart ; 
But dearetl friends, alas h muft pan. 
How (hall we all lament! Adieu; 
For fee the houhds arc juft in view-** 
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FABLES. 
PART THE SECOND: 

AiyVERTISEMENT. 

Thefe Fables were finilhed by Mr. Gay, and intendc(f 
for the prefs a fliort' time before his death ; when thejr- 
^ were left, with his other papers, to the oarc of his 
noble friend and patron the Duke of Q^ieeAibcrry. 
His Grace' has accordingly permitted them to the 
prefs J and they are here printed from the origmals in 
the Author's own hand-writing. We hope they will 
plcafe equally with his former Fables* though moftly 
on fubjcfts of a graver and more political rum. They 
will certainly fliew him to have been (what he 
eftecmed the beft chara6ter)' » man of a truly hone It 
heart, and a fmcerc lover of his country^ 

FABLE I. 

TU« DOG AND THfi FOX. 

To a Lawyer, 

T KNO W you Lawyers can, with eafe, 

Twift words and mcaftings. as yo«i pleifeir 
That language, by your fkiU made pliant^ i 
Will bend to fav<^ " every client; 

I 4 Thar 
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That 'tis the fee diic£^s the fcnfe]^ j 

To make out either fide's pretence. 

When yoo perufe the deareft cafe^ 

Yon fee it with a doable face : 

For fcepticifi&'s your ptofcfliop ;♦,. , ,, 

You hold tlierc ^s doubt in alf expreflion. »o 

Hence is the bar with fees fupply*d ; 
Hence eloc^uence takes either fide. ' 
Your hi»)d would, have but paltry gU^nuig^ - . 
CotiW every man ezprefi his meaning. 
Wl>o dares prsfume to pea a deed, 15 

UnWfs you previoolly are fec*d ? 
*Tis ^jiwn; and, to augment the coft^ 
Iq duU prolixky engcolL 
And now w^ 're welt fccur'd by law, 
Till the next brother find a fla\v. 20 

Read- o*cr a will. Was 't .ever knowa 
But you could make the will your own.? 
For, when you read, *xh with intent 
To find out meanings never meant. 
Since tilings are thus, fe defendendo^ . 25 

I bar fallacious ijnt€/id&. 

Sagacious Porta's fkiM could trace 
Some beafl or bird in every face. 
The head, the eye, the nofe's ihape, 
Prov*d this an owl, and that an ape. jo 

When,, in thcfltetches thus deiign'd, 
Refem))Uflce hrii^ fome friend to mint)^ 
You fbow; the ptece, and give the hiiit> 
And find each feacitre ia the pcint; 

So 
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So monftroui^ike die portiatr 'iS^fioirad^ 3 5 

All know it, «nd the laugh gonjottnd. 
Like him I dnw firocn general natBfe } 
h't I or you the».fiK»th« fadrc? 

So^ Sir, I :bcg yoa» fpate ythir pains 
III inakiog comments on my flrains» 40 

All private iknder I deteft, ' 
(judge not of my neighbDai^s boeaft': 
Party and prejodiee I hate. 
And write no Itbela on the Aate* 

Shall not my Fable cenfive vice^ 45 

Becaafe a knare is orer-nice-f 
And, left the giiilty hear and dread. 
Shall not the decalogue be read ? 
If I laih vicae in general fi&iony 
Ii 't I apply, or ielf-convi£tioB ? 'jo- 

Brutes are tny tjh^me. Am 1 10 blajpci- 
If men in morals are thefmie^ 
I DO man call oc ape off a£» $ 
Tis his own c^nffcieace hold^ the*^^ 
Thus void of 'all o£[«Dce I write i * 55 

Who claims the fable, knows his right* 

A fliepfaexd*s Dc^, unikiU'd in {ports, 
Pick'd up acquaintance of all forts ; 
Among the reft a Fox he knew; 
By frequent duit their friendihip grew. to 

Says Reynard,. '' 'Tis a cruel cafe,. 
That man iboiUd ftigmatize our racc« 
No doubt, svnong us rogues you find,, 
As among d«g» aad Uomaa kiadi 

And 
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There vaxf be diDocfl' men and true. 
Thus ilandor tries wlmte*er it can 
To put us on thtf foot with man. , 

Let my; own i6Hon»i'etqmmead^.; . . 
cSNo prejudice cm Wind- a friend : 70 

You know me free from ail di%tttr&; 
My honour asmy life I priae»" 

By talk like this, from all mi&ruft' 
The Dog was cur'd/and thou jght him juftw 
:• . As on a time tWFox held fortbt • • r$ 

On confcience, honel^,. andwbrthr 
Sudden he ftdpp'd ; he eodt'dhis ear^i 
Low dropt his brufliy tail with fear.. . 

" Blefs us ! the hunters are- abroad r 
'\2What's all that clatter on the road \" to 

« Holdv fay« the' Dog, we *re fgfe f rom harm> 
*Twas nothing btit -wfalfe alarm* ' 
At yonder town 'tis markefi-day j- 
Some farmer's wife is on the way 1 

• ?Tis fo (I know her pycbaW mare), 85 
Dame Dobbins with her poultry-ware." 

Rcynvd grrfw liuff. Says he, " Tins iflcer 
From you I little thought to bear: 
Your meaning in your looks I fec;- 

* ?ray, what 's Dame Dobbins, fifeftd, to-mc ? 90 
Did I e'er nwke her poultry thiniier ! 

Prove that I owe the dame a dinneri" 

" Friendj quoth the Cur, I meant no harm j 
Then why fo captious h yfhy fi> xvftrm l 
■ ■ My 



Iffy words» in common acceptation,. 95 

Could never giv^ thi» pcovocatiom , 
No Iamb (for- aught I ever kncw>. 
May he mors innocent than* you," 
At this, gall'd Reynard winc*dy. and fwore 
Such language ne*er was given before- 109 

*' What's lamb to me ^ thia^faucy hint 

Shows me, bafe Knave, which way you fquint; 

If th' other night your mafter loft 

Three lambf , am 1 to pay the coft? 

Yoor vile refie£tions would imply 105^ 

That I 'm the thief. You Dog^ you lye.?* 
'* Thou knave, thotrfbol ! (the Dog reply'd) 

The name is jiift, take either fide j 

Thy guilt thefe applications fpeak r 

Sirnh, 'tis confcience makes you fqueak.'* uo 
So faying^ on the Fox he flies : 

The fclf-convi6ked felon dies- 

FABtE ir.. 

THE TULTURB, TH9 SPARHOW, AND OTHBR ViRDSv. 
To a Friend in the Country, 

T^RE I begin, I muft premife^ 
"^ Our miniilers are good and wife; 
So, though roafidous tongues apply. 
Pray what care they, or what care I ?• 

If I am free witli courts^ be 't known^ 5 

I ne'er prefuoir to mean our own*- 

IT 



if general mgrab ftpm co*jidle: "- -' « ;v * 
On minifters, mhfiKii<^eiblk^' 

A captious fcMll'tMiy take bfieiiar; i'> <'n 
What then? He 'knows liiB^ownpnteoce*. lo 

I meddle ^drno Aate^fRurTi. '' : 
^ But fpare m^ jeft ta-faTenif ears. 
Our prefisQt fdiemes ane too prafoand,. u 
Fi>r Maciii«rel innfetf /tq foimd ; 
To ccnfurethemrr'>feaop«etenfio»$ ' 13 

I. own they 'ft. paft m7.cam|>ithenfioitf< 
. You fay your'teitlier wants a plice^. 
('Tis many a youn^ hroiher's cafe)| 
And ijhat ha 'vary /qqd intends 
To ply the courts andteaMhi&^enda* 20 

If there his mefks ehance to ^ad 
A patfiotf qI ah open mindy 
Whofe conftanc a£Uons prove him juft 
To both a king's and people's trufti 
May he, with gratitude, attend, ay 

And owe his rife to fuch a friend ! 

You praife his parts, for buirnefs fit, . 
His learning, probity, and wit ; ■ > 
But thofe alone viill never do, 
Unlefs his patron have them too. 50 

I 'ave heard of times (pray God defbnd us f 
We 're not fo good but he can mend us) 
When wicked miniileri have tnod * 
On kings and people, law and God f « 
With arri^ance chey girt the dirone, jj 

And knew no iacnreft but their own. 

* Then 
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Then yirtuc, ftx>m prefctmetir baT*cl, 

Gets nothing but its own reward. 

A gang of petty knaves attend *em, 

With proper parts to recommend lem. 40 

Then, if his -patron burn vnth loft. 

The firft in favour's pimp the firft. 

His doors are never clos'd to fpies, 

Who chcef his heart with double Ijrcs ; 

They flatter him, his foes defame, 4^ 

So lull the pangs of guilt «nd fkame. 

Iffcbemes of lucre haunt his brain, 

Projc£^ors fwdl his. greedy- train? 

Vile brokers ply bis private ear 

With jobs of pluadei: for the year; ^e 

All confciences muft bend and ply ; 

"You muft vote on, and not Icnow why : 

Through tluck and thin you rauft go oa*; 

One fcruple, and your phce is gone. 

Since plagues like thcfe have curs'd ia land, 55 
And, favourites cannot always fland, 
•Good couniers fliould' for change be ready,' 
And not have princtptes too ftcady 1 
For, ihould a knave engrofs the power, 
(God fliield the realm from that fad hour !) 60 
He muft have rogues or ftavifli fools ; 
For what 's a knave without his tools ? 

Wherever thofe a people drain, 
And ftrut with infamy and gain, 
I envy not their guilt and flate, €5 

And fcorn to.ifiiflre the uublic hate. > 

^ Let 



^i# GAYfS POSVSr 

Let their own icrvile cie«ture» ri^. 

By fcreenlDg fraud^, and reoting lyes; . . 

<7ive me, kind Jfleaven, a private fbdan % 
^ A mind feixnc for cantei^plationi 70 

Title and profit I rcfign ; , 

The pod of honour ihaJU be tnine. 

My Fable read, xkt^ir merits view, 

Then herd who' will w;ich fuch a creytiv ^ 

In days of yore (my cautious fhymcs;. . 75 

Always excq>t the prefent times) 

A greedy Vulture, fkill'd in gufatf 

J[nur*d to guilt, uoaw*d by ihame,. 

Approach'd the throne in evil hour, 
^. , And ftep by ftcp intrudes to .power t €^ 

"When at the royal Eagle's ear, 

He longs 4»«are the moi^ardVs care. 

The monarch grants. Widi pride elate^ 

Behold him minifterof Aate I 
. Around him thjong the featherM rout; £5 

Triends mud be ferv'dy and fonae muit out ^ 

Each thinkshis own the> bdl preteniion ^ , . 

This alks a place, and that a ^nfioo. 
The Nightingale was fet aiide. 
, .A forward Daw his room fupply'd. f 9 

" This bird ^fays he), for bufinefs fie. 

Hath both fagacity and wit : 

With all his turns, and &ifts, .and tricks. 

He 's docile, and at nothing fticks : 

. J * — When impious men l)ear fway, • 
The pod of honour i$ a private ilatipn. . Addison. 



TTicn with his i^q^boun f}9fifytfy^ : . . 
Ac all times will connive atpijc.'^ 

The Hawk had due diftinaion fljown. 
For parts and talents like his own, 
Thoufands of hireling Cocks attend him. 
As bluftcring bullies, to defend h\m. ^oo 

At once the Ravens were difcardcd, 
And Magpies with their fofki rewanied. 

Thofe fowl« of omen I deteft, . 
That pry into another's neft, 
Statc-lyes muft lofi: all good intent, ^^^ 

For they forcfec4ind croak th' event. 
My friends ne'er think, but talk by rote. 
Speak what they 're taught, and fa to vote. 

" When rogues like thefe (a Sparrow cries) 
To honours and employments rife, , ,^ 

I court no favour, aik no place; 
From fuch, preferment is difgrace. • 
Within my ^hatch'd retreat I find 
^What thefe ne'er (td) true peace of mini- 

FABLE 111. 

THE BABOON AND THE POULTRY. ' 

To a Levee-hunter. 

"^E frequently mifplace eftecm, 

% Judging men by what they feem. 
ro birth, wealth, power, we Ihould allow 
Precedence, aad our loweft J>ow ; 
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IndiatisdliedidiiiAte Aoii!^} ^ 

Efleem is Virtue^ tight ^ddne* > 

With pattial «ye we 're ^t to fe« 
The man of noble pedigree : 
We 're pc^iofleft ny Lord infaeritSt 
w ;In fome degiee, his giaiidiife's metits.; ^o 

For thofe wc€iid upon Tecexd, 
r But find him JMXhing hut my Lord. 
When we, vfJBtk fuperfidal ?icir, 
>Gaze on the rich, we 're dazzkd too. 
iWe know that wealth, well uadeftAood» ^ 

.-Hath frequent power of doing ^doU ; 
•Then fancjp that the thing is doDr» 
.-As if the power and will were one. 
rThiis oft' the xiheated crowd adore 
The thriving knaves that keep them poor- «e 

The cringing trun of power furveyi 
■'What creatuces are £b lowju they ! 
With what obibqui^iiTBefs they bead ! 
To what Trie a&tODS.condefcend ! 
Their rife is on tlieir meannefs butir, * 2 3 

rAnd flattery is their fmalled guilt. 
What homage, reverence, adoration, 
& every age, in every nation. 
Have fycophants to power addrefs*d I 
Ko matter who the power poflcfa'd. jo 

Let miniflers be what they will,. 
You find their levees always fill-: 
Ev'n thofc who have perplcx'd aftatc, 
Whofe anions, claim c;ontempt and hate. 

Had 
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.Jhd wretches to applaud their fcbemcs, 35 

Though more abfurd than madmen's dreaoif. 
When barbarous Moloch was invok'd, 
The blood of infants only fmok'd i 
But here (unlefs ail hiftory lyes) 
Whole realms have been a facrifice, 49 

I-ook through all courts i 'tis power we find 
The general idol of mankind { 
There worihip'd uxkler every fliapc ^ 
Alike the lion, fox, and ape, 
Are followed by timc-ferving flavcs, 45 

Rich proftjtutes and needy knaves. 

Who then fljall glorj' in his poft ? 
How frail his pride, how vain his iboadl 
The followers of his profperous hour 
Arc as unftable as his power.. r% 

Power, by the breath of Flattery mirft, 
The more it fwclls is nearer burft; 
The bubble breaks, tlie gewgaw ends. 
Ami in a dirty tear defcends. 

Once on a time an ancient maid, 55 

By wiflies and by time decay'd. 
To cure the pangs of reftlcfs thought, 
In birds and beads anmfcment fought: 
Ifegs, parrots, 4ipcs, her hours «mploy'd j 
With thefe alone ihe talk'd and toy'd. 4t 

A huge Baboon lier fancy took 
(Almoft a nvan in fiee and look). 
He finger'd every thing he found. 
And mimick'd all tl)e fervants round { 

Vol. II. K Then, 



v,b GAT'S POSBfi. 

ThcDy too, hit pans and irad^ wit (5 

Show'd him for cvcrf hiifiiicis & 

With all thde nlcncs 'nm hot j«ft 

That Png ihoald kM a pljce of tsaft; 

80 to her faTourite wit affign'd 

The charge of aU her fejdn'd kiaA. ?• 

'Twa» hit to tend them eve anl ■»«% 

And portion out their daily corn. 

Behold him now, with h ma^ j ftiUtp 
AHume a miniderial pride. 
The morning rofe. In hope of pickings 75 

Swans, turkeys, peacodu,. docks, and diictcii» 
Fowls of all ranks furroiuid hit hut. 
To worlhip his impoitaat ftrut. 
The minifter appears. The ctowd, 
Now here, now there, obfeqoious hew'd. to 

This prais'd his pans, and that his face, 
Th' other his dignity in |^oe. 
From bill to bill the flattery ran s 
He hears and bears it like a man ; 
For, when we flatter Se]f*conceit, S5 

We but his fentiraents repeat. 

If we 're too fcrupuloufly juft. 
What profit 's in a place of truft } 
The common pra£itce of the great | 

Is to fecure a fnug retreat. 9s ' 

80 Pug began to turn his brain ' 

(Like other folks in place) on gain. | 

An apple-woman's ftall was near, 
Well Ibck'd with fruits dirough all the year; 

Here 
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Here every day he cramm'd his gutt« 95 

Hence were his hoards bf pears and ntits ; 
For *twas agreed (in way of trade) 
His payments fhould in corn be made. 

The (lock of grain was quickly fpcnr, 
And no account which way it went. 100 

Then, too, the Poultry's ftarv'd conditiou 
Caus'd fpecidations of fufpictoo. 
The fafts were provM beyond difpute ; 
Pug muft refund his hoards of fruit ; 
And, though then mjniftcr in chief, 105 

Was branded as a public thief. 
Difgrac*d, dcfpis'd, confin*d to chains, 
He nothing hut his pride retains. 

A Goofe ^afs'd byj he knew the face, 
'Seen every levee while in place. i !• 

** What, no rerpe6l ! no reverence fliown ! 
■ How faucy are thefe creatures grown ! 
Not two days fmce (fays he) you bovv'd 
The lowed of my fawning crowd." 

" Proud fool ! (replies the Goofe) 'tis ?yue 1 1 5 
Thy com a fluttering levce^drew ; 
For that I join'd the hungry train. 
And fold thee flattery for thy grain. 
But then, as now, conceited Ape, 
• Wc faw thee i n thy proper (ha pe . ' * 129 
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FABLE IV, 

THE ANT IN OFTICE. 

To a Friend. 

''^'OU tell me that you apprdiend 

**■ My vcrfe may touchy folks offend* 
In prudence, too, you think my rhymes 
Should never fquinr at courtiers' crimes ; 
For though nor this nor that is meant^ 5 

Can we another's thoughts prevent ? 

You aik me if 1 ever knew 
Court- chaplains thus the lawn purfue? 
I meddle not with gown or lawn^ 
Poets, I grant, to rife mud fawn j 10 

They know great ears are over-nice. 
And never (hock tlielr patron's vice. 
But I this hackney-path defpife ; 
*Tis my ambition not to rife. 
If I mud prodicucc the Mufe, 15 

The bafe conditions I refufe. 

I neither flatter nor defame, 
Yet own I would bring guilt to ihame. 
If I Corruption's hand expofe, 
I make corrupted men my foes { «o 

What then ? I hate the paltry tribe : 
Be virtue mine ; be theirs the bribe 
t no man's property invade ; 
Corruption 's yet no lawful trade, 

Kar 
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Nor would it mighty ills produce, 25 

Could I fhame bribery out of ufe. 
I know 'twould cramp mod politicians. 
Were they t/d down to thcfe conditions. 
*T would flint their power, their riches bound. 
And make their parts feem lefs profound. 39 

Were tbcy deny'd their proper tools. 
How could they lead their knaves and fools ? 
Were this the cafe, let 's take a view 
What dreadful mifchiefs would enfue. 
Though it might aggrandize the (late, 35 

Could private luxury dine on plate ? 
Kings might indeed their friends reward. 
But mintflers find lefs regard. 
Informers, fycophants, and fpies, 
Would not augment the year's fupplies. 4* 

Perliaps, too, take away this prop, 
An annual jobb or two might drop. 
Bcfidcs, if penfions were deuy*d. 
Could Avarice fupport its pride ? 
It might ev'n miniflcrs confound, 4^ 

And yet the flate be fafe and found. 
I care not though 'tis underftood ; 
I only mean my country's good : 
And (let who will my freedom blame) 
I wi(h all courtiers did the fame. 50 

Nay, though fome folks the lefs might get, 
I wifh the nation out of debt. 
I put no private man's ambition 
With public good in competition : 

K 3 Rathcs 
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Rather than have our lawrde^'d, ^f-: 

2 *cl vote a minifter difgrac'^. 

I ftrike at vice, be 't where it will ( 
JVnd what if great folks t^ke it ill f 
I hope corruptioDi bribery » peniion,- 
One miiy with detefUtion mention } Ul . 

Think you the law (let who will take k) 
Czn /c4inilaittm m^gnatttm make it f 
I vent no {lender, owe no grudge. 
Nor of another^s ^onfeienpe jiu^ge c 
At him or hini -I (ak^ no aim, $5 • 

Ifet dare againft all vice declaim. 
Shall X not cenfure breach of truft> 
Bccaufe knaves know themfelves unjuft \ 
That fleward, Mfhofe account is dear,. 
Demands bis honour may appear ; fo - 

His a£tions never ihtm the light } 
He is, and would be prov'd» upright. 

But then you think my Fable bears 
Allufion, too, to ilate^afFairs. 

I grant it does : and who *s fo great,. 95 -. 

That has the privilege to cheat ? 
If then in any future reign 
(For ininiflers may thirft for gain) 
Corrupted hands defraud the nation^ 
I bar no reader's application. * lo . 

An Ant there was, whofe forward prate. . 
ComroVd all matters in debate ; 
Whether he knew. the thijag omo, , 
His toDgue.ctexnaWy would go,- 

roar 
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Por he had iropodence at will, t^ 

And boafted univerfal (kill. 

Ambition was his point in rkw x 

Thus by degrees to power he grew* 

Behold him now his drift atuun : 

He 's made chief treafoier of the grain. .90 

But as their andeat laws are juft. 
And paniih breach of- public trufty 
Tis orderVl (left wrong application 
Should ilarre that wife induftrious nation) 
That all accounts be ftated clear, 95 

Their flock, and what defrayed the year; 
That auditors ihall thefib infped, 
And public rapine thus be check '4« 
For this the foleqm day was fet j 
The auditors in council met. 100 

The granary-keeper muil explain, 
And balance his account of grain. 
He brought ((ince he could not refufe them) 
Some fcraps of paper to amufe them. 

An honed Pifipire, warm with zeal, 10$ 

Ih juftice to the public weaU 
Thus fpoke : *' The nation's hoard is low ; 
From whence does tliis profuUon flow ? 
I'know our annual. funds' amount; 
Why fuchexpence? and where 's th' account ?" i le 

With wonted arrogance and pride. 
The Ant in office thus reply'd. 

" Coniider, Sirs, were fecrets told, 
How could th9 lieit'ichem'a proje^s held ? 

K 4. Should 
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Should we ilate • myfteries difclofe, 1 1 5 

'T would lay us open to our foes. 

My duty and my well-known zeal 

Bid nae our prefent fdiemes conceal : 

But, on my honour^ all th' expeoee 

(Though vaft) was- for the fwarm's defence." >2» 

They pafs'd th' acce»nt as fab and juft, 
And voted him implicit truft. 

Next year again, the granary drain'd. 
He thas his innocence maintaun'd. 

'* Think how our preient matters ftand^ 12^ 
What dangers threat from every hand ; 
What hoils of turkeys ftroU for food, 
No farmer's ^fe hut hath her brood. 
CoDfider, when invafion's near, 
Intelligence mud coft us dear ; 1 3» 

And, in this tickliih Situation, 
A fecret told betrays the nation t 
But, on my honour, all th' expence 
(Thoueh vail) was for the fvrarm's defence. "^ 

Again, without examination, 1^5 

They thank'd his fage adminiftration. 

The year revolves. Their treafure, ^nt. 
Again in fecret fervice went. 
His honour, too, again was pledg'dy 
To fatisfy the charge alledg'd. t^m 

When thus, with panic ihame polTefs'd^ 
An aiiditor his friends addrefs'd. 

*» What are we ? minifterial tooli I 
We little knaves are greater fools» 

At 
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At laft this fccrct is explored, 145 

Tis our corruption thins the hoard. 

For every grain wc tooch'd, at Icaft 

A thoufand his own heaps increased. 

Th^n for his kin and favourite fpiev 

A hundred hardly could fuffice. 150 

Thus, for a paltry fneaking bribe. 

We cheat ourfelves and all the tribe ^ 

For all the magazine contains 

Grows from our annual toil and pains.'* 

They vote th' account (hall be infpeded ; 1*55 
The cunning plunderer is dete£^ed ; 
The fraud is fentenc'd ; and his hoard> 
As due, to public ufc reftor'd^ 

t F A B L E V. 

TBE BEAR IN A BOAT. 

To a Coxcomb. 

'T^HAT man muft daily wifer grow, 
"^ Whofe fearch is bent himfelf to know % 
Impartially he weighs his fcope. 
And on firm reafon founds his hope; 
He tries his ftrength before the racej ^ 

And never feeks his own difgrace j 
He knows the compafs, fail, and oar^ 
Or never launches from the ihore ; 
Before he builds, computes the cofkp 
And in no proud purfuit is lofl r to 
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He learns the boamk of hpiwin fia^ 

And fafely waUu vmhia the Icacc 

Thus, confcioias of bk awm 4efed» 

Are pride and ielf-impotcaace ckcck'd. 
If then, fUf^luuiwledge to pvdiMy 15^ 

Dired our life in«very Tiew, 

Of all the foolf that pride cob boafi; 

A Coxcomb elaimt diftinftion oMft. 
Coxcombs are of all ranks and k'mAi 

They 're not to fex or age coabn'dy so 

€r rioh, or poor, or great, or.fiuill^e 

And vanity befbts them »U. 

By ignorance is pride iscieas'd ; 

Thofe moil aflume^w^ know the kaft ; 

Their own falfe balance gives them weight, 25. 

But every other finds them light. 
Not that all Coxcombs' follies ilrik«,t 

And draw our ridicule. alike; 

To different merits each pretends : 

This in love-vanity tranfccnds ; 3* 

That, fmitten with his face and ihape. 

By drefs diflinguifhes the ape ; 

Th* other with learning crams his ihelf, 

Knows books^ and all things but himfelf. 
f All thefe are fools of low condition, 35- 

Compar'd with Coxcombs pf ambition : 

Tor thofe, puff 'd up with fcttcry, dar? 

Aflume a nation's vatiovs care. 

They ne'er the groflfeft praife miftrufl^- 
. .Their fycophants fceia hardly juil 1 4*^ 

Foy 
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7k thefe, in part alooc, atteft 

The flattery thetr own tboughn fugrgefl» 

hi this wide fphere a Coxcomb's ihown 

Id other realms befides hb own t 

The felf-dcem'd Machkvei at large 4^ 

By turns controls in- every charge, 

Does Commerce fuffer in^her rights ) ' 

'Tis he dire6^s the naval dights. 

What failor darf • dtfpit^ his fkill ^ 

He '11 be an- admiral when he will' 5* 

Now, meddling in' the foldicr'strade» 
Troops muft be hir'd, and levies made^ 
H^ gives aipbaflfldors their «ii«^ 
His cobbled treaties to' renew t 
And annual taxes rouft ftifiiee - ' S$ ^ 

Tlie current blunders to diigUil«« 
When his crude fchemes in air «re Ioft» 
And millions fcarce defmy the coft»' 
His arrogance (nought undifmay'd) 
TruAing in felf-fufiicient aid^ 6fiL'* 

On other rocks mifgttides the realiB» • 
And thinks a pilot at the heim.* 
hk ne'er fufpe£hs his want of fkillj 
Bnt blunders on from ill to iW; 
And, when he fails of all intent, 65 -> 

Bfames only unforef(pen event. 
Ldft you miilake the application^ 
The Fable calls me to relation. 

A Bear of ihag and manners roughi^ . 
At climbing trees cx]^rt-efiQU|^h j^ 70 ' 

For • 
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For dextroufly, and fafe fhMn harm. 
Tear after year he robb'd the fwanOk 
Thus thriving on induftrious toil» 
He glory'd in his pilfered fpoil. 

This trick fo fwel!*d him with conceit^ t$ 

He thought no enterpriiie too great*. 
Alike in fcicnccs and arts. 
He boafled univeiial parts: 
Pragmaticy bufy» buftling, bold; 
His arrogance was uncontrol'd r t» 

And thus he made his party good. 
And grew di&tor of die wood. 

The beaflsy with admiration, ftare^ 
And think him a prodigious Bear. 
Were any common booty got, {5 

Twas his each portion to allot r 
For why > he found there might be picking, 
Ev'n in the carving of a chicken. 
Intruding thus, he by degrees 
Claim'd, too, the butcher's larger fees» 9a 

And now his OFcr-wceoing pride 
In every province will preiide. 
Ko talk too difficult was found : 
His blundering nofe mifleads the hound» 
In (Iratagem andfubtle arts 95 

He over-rules the fox's parts. 

It chanc'd as, on a certain day, 
Along the bank he took his way, 
A Boat, with rudder, fail, and oar. 
At anchor Boated near the ihore» to» 

He 
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2lc>(lopt, and, turning to his train, 
Thus pertly vents his vaunting ftrain. 

" What blunclcring puppies 'are manklndj 
In every fciencc always blind! 
I mock the pedantry of fchools : 205 

Whst are their compalTes and rules ? 
From me that helm ihall condu£^ leaniy 
And man his ignorance difcern.*' 

So faying, with audacious pride, 
He gains the Boat, and climbs the fide. 419 ' 

The beads, aflonifh'd, line the flrand : 
The anchor *s weigh'd ; he drives from land : 
The flack fail ihifts from iide to {idc} 
The Boat untrimm'd admits the tide. 
Borne down, adrift, at random toft, 215 

His oar breaks ibort, the rudder 's loA. 
The Bear, prefuming in his ikill. 
Is here and there officious flill ^ 
Till, (Iriking-on the dangerous fands> 
Aground the (hatter'd veiTel {lands, U9 

To fee the bungler thus diflreii, 
The very fiihes fneer and jeft : 
£v'n gudgeons join in ridicule. 
To mortify the meddling fooL 
The clamourous watermen appear; 115 

Threats, curfes, oaths, infult his ear : 
Seiz'd, thrafli'di and chain'd, he's dragged to land; 
BcciGoD ihauts along the ftrand* 

FABLX 
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FABLE VI. 

THB SqiriRE AND HIS ClTR. 
To a Country Gentleman. 
H B msti of purt add fimple heart 



T 



Through life cfifdain^ a double part : 

He never needs the fcreen of lies, 
* ' His inward bofom to difguife. 
, In vain mllictoos tongues ai¥atl ; '^5 

- Let Envy fnarl, let Slander rail, 
; From Virtue'sfhidd (kcMtt from wound) 

Their blunted Venom'd^^frs rebouftd. 
I So Ihines his light before masikind, 
: His a^^ions provt his honeft mind. ' t • 

} If in his country'sxaufc he rife, 
'■ Debating fenates to advife, 
* Unbrib'd, unaw'd, he dares impart 
- ^'he honeft diftatcs of his heart. 

>Jo rainifterial frown he fears^ • %^ 

But in his virtue prtfevcres. 

But would you play the poUtiemil^ 
' Whofc hean *s avcrfe to intuition, 
^iTour lips at tfll times, nay, yOuT reikfafl, 

Muft be contmrd by pUcc and fwfon. «• 

What ftatcfmftit could his power fuppott, 

"Were lying tongttc«- fbrbid tlie cotht ^ 

Did princely ears to truth attend, . 



>What miniiler could gain his cad? 



;How 
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'How could he rufe his tools to plica, . 15 
And how his honed foes difgracc > 

That politician, tops his part, 
Who readily can lye. with art : 
The man 's proficient in bis trade 1 
His ipowcT is ftrong, his fortune *s maulc. $• 

By that the intereft cf the thiioae 
Is made fuUferfient to his own: 
By that, have kings of old, deluded, 
Ail their own friends for his excluded jb 
By that, his felii& fchemes pvtfuing, 3^ 

He thrives upon the pulBlicruin* 

Antiochus *, with hardy paoe, 
Provok'd the dangers of the chicc j 
And, lod from all lus menial. train* 
Travers'd the wood and pachlefs plain. 49 

A cottage lodg'd the royal gueft ; 
The Parthian clown iMOMghtvforth his baft. 
The King unknown his feafl enjoyed, 
And various, chat the hours enoploy'd. 
From wine whae fudden fricndfliip fpHngs ! 45 
'l^caokly they talk'd of courts and kings.. 

" We cQuntry>felks (the Clown replies), 
Could ope our gracious monarch's eyec. 
The King, (as all our neighbours fay) 
Might he (God blefs him ! ) have his way, f/$ 
is found at hoart, and means our giK)d> 
And he would do it if he could» 



♦Plutarch. 



a 
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If truth in.cmiits were not forbid. 
Nor kings nor fubje6):s would lie rid. 
Were he in power, we need not doubt him j 55 
But, that transferr'd to thofe about hiin> 
On them he throws the regal cares ; 
J^nd what mind tliey i Their own affairs. 
If fuch rapacious hands he tnifty 
The beft of men may feem unjuft. 69 

From kings to cobblers ?tis the fame; 
Bad fcrvants wound their maker's fame. 
Jn this our neighbours all agree : 
Would the King knew as much -as we !** 
Here he ftopt (hort. Repofe they fought, 45 

The Peafant (lept, the Monarch thought. 

The couniers learn *<1, at early dawn, 
Where their loft Sovereign was withdrawn. 
The guards* approach our hoft alarms 5 
With^audy coats the cottage fwarms. 70 

The crown. and purple robes they bring. 
And proftrate fall before the King, 
^he Clown was call'd ; die royal gueft 
By due reward his thanks expreft* 
The IfLing then, turning to the crowd* 75 

Who fawningly before him bow'd, 
Thus fpoke. " Since, bent on private gain, 
3rour counfels 6rft mi (led my reign, 
Taught and informed by you alone, 
Jio truth the royal ear hath known, <• 

Till here converfing : hence, ye crew; 
^or now I know myfvlf and )t)u." 

^ Wbcne*«r 



^•^ 
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Whene'er the royal ear *8 cn2;ro(V, 
State-lyes but little genius coft. 
The ftvouritc tfien fccurely rob?. 
And gleans a nation by his jobbs. 
Franker and boUfer grown in ill. 
He daily poifons dares inllilj 
And, as his prcfcnt views fuggefl, 
Inflames or fooths the royal bread. 
Thus wicked miniQers opprefs, 
When oft' the monarch means redrcfs. 

Would kings their private fubjefts hear, 
A minifter muft talk with fear ; 
If honefty opposM his views, 05 

He dar'd not innocence accufe j 
'Twould keep him in fuch narrow hound. 
He could not right and wrong confound. 
Happy were kings, could they difclofe 
Their real friends and real foes ! io« 

Were I^orh theiT>felves and fubjeifts known, 
A monarch's will might be his oWn. 
Had he the ufc of ears and eyes, 
Knaves would no more be counted wif<;. 
But then a minifter might lofe • 10s 

(Flard cafe !) his own ambitious views* 
When fuch as thcfe have vex'd a Rate, 
Purfued by univerfal hare, 
Their falfc fupport at once hath fail'd. 
And p'jrfevering truth prevail'd. xi« 

l^xposM, their train of fraud is fcen ; 
Truth will at lafl remove the fcreen. 

Vol. Ilk L A CouRtrr 
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A Country 'Squire, by whim dircfted, 
^hc true (lanch.dogs of chacc negle£fced. 
Beneath his board no hound was fed : 115 

His hand ne'er ftrpak'd the fpaniel's head. 
A fnappifli Cur, alone careft, 
By lyes had banifli'd all the reft. 
>Yap had his ear ; and. defamation 
Gave him full fcope of co:*.verfatiQn. !«• 

His fycophants mud be preferred j 
• B.oom42)uft be made for all his, herd : 
"Wherefore, to bring his fchemes- abou.t, 
.Old faithful fcrvants.all muft out. 

The Cur on every creature flew 125 

(As other great men's puppies do), 
XJnlefs <U:e court to him were ihown, 
And both .their facc.and bufinefs known: 
No honeft tongue an audience found; 
He worried all the tenants round ; i^ 

For why ? he liv'd in conflant fear, 
Left truth by chance Ihould interfere. 
If any ftranger dar'd intrude, 
y\\t noify Cur his heels purfucd. 
Now fierce with lage, now ftruck witli dread, .135 
At once he fnarlcd, bit, and ficd. 
Aloof .he bays, with briftling haif, 
And thus in fecict growls his fear : 
** Who knows but Truth, in this difguifc, 
May fruftrate my beft; guarded lyes ? ' J40 

Should Ihe (thu^ mafk'd) admittance. find, 
That very hour my ruin's ilgn'd." 

Now 
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Now, in his howl's continued found. 
Their words were loft, the voice was drown'd. 
fiver in awe of honcft tongues, 245 

Thus every day he ftrain'd his lungs. 

It happen'd, in ill-omen'd hour. 
That Yap, unmindful of his power, 
Forfook his poll, to love incliji'd ; 
A favourite bitch was in the wind. 15* 

By her feduc'd, in amorous play, 
They friflt'd the joyous hours away^ 
Thus by untimely love purfuing, 
Like Antony he fought his ruin. 

For now the 'Squire, unvexM with noifc, 155 
An honeft neighbour's chat enjoys. 
** Be free, fays he ; your mind impart ; 
I love a friendly open heart. 
Methinks my tenants Ihun my gate ; 
Why fuch -a ftrangcr grown of late ? x^« 

Pray tell me what oftl-nce they find : 
'Tis plain they *rc not fo well inclined." 

" Turn off your Cur (the Farmer cries) 
Who feeds your ear with daily lyes. 
His fnarling infolence offends : x(^ 

*Tis he that keeps you from your friends. 
Were but that faucy puppy check t. 
You 'd find again the fame rcfpcct. 
Hear only him, he '11 fwear it too. 
That all our hatred is to you. 179 

But learn from us your true cftate; 
'Tis that curs'd Cur alone we hate," 

L 2 The 
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The 'Squire heard Truth. Now Yap rufliM m 
The wide hall echoes with his din ; 
Yet Truth prcvail'd ; and, with difgrace, 175 
The dog was cudgel'd out of place. 

FABLE VII. 

THE COUNTRYMAN AND JUFITEA. 

To Myfclf. 

HAVE you a friend (look round and fpy) 
So fond, fo prcpoffcfs'd as I ? 
Your faults, fo obvious to mankind. 
My partial eyes could never find. 
When, by the breath of Fortune blown, 5 

Your airy caftlcs were overthrown, 
Have I been ever prone to blame, 
Or mortify 'd your howrs with ihamc? 
Was I e'er known to damp your fpirit. 
Or twit you with the want of merit > it 

*Tis not fo flrange that Fortune's frown 
Still perfevercs to keep y(5u down. 
Look round, and fee what others do. 
Would 5'ou lie rich and hone ft too } 
Have you (like thoi^; fbc raisM to place) 15 

Been opportunely mean and hafe ? . 
Have you (as times requir'd) relign'd 
Truth, honour, virtue, peace of mind ? 
If thtfi are fo uples, give her o'er; 
Write, prad^e morals, ami be poor* 2* 

The 
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The gifts of Fortune truly latc, 
Then telJ me what would mend your (late. 
If happinefs on wealth were built, 
Rich rogues might comfon find in guilt. 
As grows the mifer's hoarded (lore, a| 

His fearsy his wants, increafe the more. 

Think, Gay, (wh^t ne*cr may be the cafe) 
Should Fortune take you into grace. 
Would that your happinefs augment ? 
What can (he give beyond content ? )• 

Suppofc yourfclf a wealthy heir, 
With a vaft annual income clear I 
In all the affluence you polTcfs, 
You might not feel one care the lefs. 
Might ^ou not then (like others) 6nd 35 

With change of fortune change of raind ? 
Perhaps, profufe beyond all rule, 
You might dart out a glaring fool ; 
Your luxury might break all boundsj 
Plate, table, horfes, (lewards, hounds, 4* 

Might fwell your debts j then, lud of play 
No regal income can defray. 
Sunk is all credit, writs afTail, 
And doom your future life to gaol. 

Or, were you dignify'd with power, 45 

Would that avert one penfivc hour ? 
You might give avarice its fwing. 
Defraud a nation, blind a king : 
Then, from the hirelings in your caufe 
Though daily fgd with falfe applaufe, <o 

L 3 Could 
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Could it a real joy impart ? 

Great guilt knew never joy at heart. 

Is happinefs your point in view ? 
(I mean th* intrinfic and the true) 
She nor in camps or courts reiides, 55 

I^or in the humble cottage hides ; 
Yet found alike in every fphere ; 
Who finds content, will find her there. 

O'erfpent with toil, beneath the fhadc, 
A Pcafant refted on his fpade. (t 

" Good Gods ! he cries, 'tis hard to bear 
This load of life from year to year I 
Soon as the morning ftreaks the flues, 
Induftrious Labour bids me rife ; 
With fweat I earn my homely fare, * ^5 

And every day renews my care." 

Jove heard the difcomented firain. 
And thus rebuk'd the murmuring fwain. 

" Speak out your wants, tlien, honcft Friend : 
Unjuft complaints the gods offend. 7* 

If you repine at partial Fate, 
Inftruft me what could mend your ftatc. 
Mankind in every ftation fee. 
What wifti you ? tell me what you *d be." 

So faid, upborne upon a cloud, 75 

The Clown furvey*d the anxious crowd. 

** Yon' face of care, fays Jove, behold. 
His bulky bags are fill'd with gold. 
See with what joy he counts it o'er I 
That fum to-day hath fwell'd his ftorc.!* 80 

«• Were 
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"Were I that man, (the Pcafant cry\l) 
What blcfling could I aik befide ?*' 

« Hold, fays the God j firft learn to ^tnow 
True happinefs from outward fhow. 
This optic glafs of intuition— S5 

Here, take it, view his true condition." 

He look'd, and faw the mifer's brcaft 
A troubled ocean, ne*cr at reft j 
Want ever ftares him- in the face. 
And fear anticipates difgrace : 90 

Widi confcious guilt he faw him ftart | 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart ; 
And never, or in thought or dream, 
His bread admits one happy gleam. 

" May Jove,- he cries, rejeft my prayer, 95 
And guard my life from guilt and carel 
My foul abhors that wretch's- fate* 

keep me in my humble ftate ! 
But fee, amidft a gawdy crowd, •■ 

Yon' minifter fo gay and proud j io#' 

On him what haprpinefs attends, 

Who thus rewards his grateful friends !'* 

" Firft take the glafs, the God replies? 
Man views the world with partial eyes.'* 

" Good Gods ! exclaims tlic ftartlcd wighty 105 
Defend me from this hideous fight ! 
Corruption with corrofive fmart 
Lies cankering on his guilty heart : 

1 fee him with polluted hand 

Spread the contagion o'er the land. 1 1» 

L 4 l\ow 
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Now Avarice with mfatiate jaws. 
Now Rapine with her harpy claws, 
His bofom tears. Hts confcious breaft 
Groans with a load of crimes oppteft. 
See him, mad and drunk with power, 115 

Stand tottering on Ambition's tower. 
Sometimes, in fpeeches vain and proud, 
His boafts infult the nether crowd j 
Now, fciz*d with giddinefs and fear. 
He ircm!)les left his fall is near." i2» 

*« Was ever wretch like this 1 he cries ; 
Such mifery in fuch difguife f 
The change, O Jove ! I difavow j 
Still be my lot the fpade and plough.** 

He next, confirm'd by fpeculation, 125 

Reje£ls the lawyer's occupation; 
For he the ftatcfman feem*d in part. 
And bore fimilitude of heart. 
Nor did the foldier's trade inflame 
His l'40ws with thirft of fpoil and fame. |3» 

The mifcries of war he mourn*d ; 
Whole nations into deferts turn*d. 

•« By thefe have laws and rights been brav'dj 
By thefe was free-born man enflav'd : 
When battles and invaiion ccafe, 13 S 

Why fwarm they in the lands of peace ? 
Such change (fays he) may 1 decline ; 
The fcythe and civil arms be mine !*' 

Thus, weighing life in each condition, 
The Clown witlidrew his raih petition. H* 

Wbca 
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When thus the God : " How mortals err ! 
If you true happinefs prefer, 
Tis to no rank of life confin'd. 
But dwells in every honeft mind. 
Be juftice then your fole purfuit : 145 

Plant virtue, and content's the fruit.** 

So Jove, to gratify the Clown, 
Where firft he found him, fet him down. 



FABLE VIIL 

THE MAN, THE CAT, THE DOG, AND THE FLT. 

To my native Country. 

TTAIL, happy land! wliofe fertile grounds 

•*••'• The liquid fence of Ncptupc bounds ; 

By bounteous Nature fet apart. 

The feat of Induftry and An ! 

O Britain ? chofcn port of trade, J 

May luxury ne'er tliy fons invade I 

May never minifter (intent 

His private treafures to augment) 

Corrupt thy ftate ! If jealous foes 

Thy rights of commerce dare oppofe, i# 

Shall not thy fleets their rapine awe ? 

Who is 't prefcribes the ocean law ? 

Whenever neighbouring ftates contend^ 
'Tis thine to be the general friend. 
What is 'c who rules in^othcr lands ? 1$ 

On trade alone thy glory (lands $ 

I That 
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That> benefit is unconfin'cl» 

Diffuiing good among mankind : 

That firft gave luftre to thy reigns. 

And fcatter'd plenty o*er thy plains : 20 * 

*Tis that alone thy wealth fupplies. 

And draws all Europe's envious eyes. 

Be commerce, then, thy fak defign ; 

Keep that,' and all the world is thine. 

When naval traffic plows the main, 25 

Who fharcs not in the merchant*s gain ? 
'Tis that fupports the- regaV ftate. 
And makes the farmer's heart elate : 
The numerous flocks that cloathe the lahd 
Can fcarce fupply the loom's demand; 3» - 

Prolific culture glads the fields. 
And the bare heath a harveft yields. 

Nature expe£ls mankind fhould ihdre 
The duties of the public care. 
. Who 's born for (loth ? * To fome we find 35 
The ploughlhare's annual toil aflign'd : 
Some at the founding anvil glow ; 
Some the fwift-fliding Ihuttle throw ; 
Some, iludious of the wind and tide. 
From pole to pole our commerce guide^: • 40 

Some (taught by induftry) impart 
With hands and feet the works of art ; 
While fome, of genius more refin'd, 
With head and tongue affid mankind. 



♦ Barrow. 



Each 
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Each, aiming at one common end, 45 

Proves to the whole a needful friend. 
Thus, bom each other's ufeful aid. 
By turns are obligations paid. , 

The monarch, when his table 's fprcad. 
Is to the clown oblig'd for bread ; $• 

And, when in all his glory dreft. 
Owes to the loom his royal veft. 
Do not the mafon's toil and care 
Protcft him from th' inclement air? 
Docs not the cutler's art fupply 5S 

The ornament that guards his thigh ? 
All thcfe, in duty to the throne, 
Their common obligations own. 

*Tis he (his own and people's caufc) 

Protefts their properties and laws. ^^ 

Thus they their honeft toil employ, 

And with content the fruits enjoy. 

In every rank, or great or fmall, 

'lis induftry fupports us all. 
The animals, by want opprefs'd, '^J 

To man their fervices addrefs'd : 

While each purfued their felfiih good, 

They.hunger'd for precarious food : 

Their hours with anxious cares were vext j 

One day they fed, and ftarv'd the next : 70 

They faw that plenty, fure and rife. 

Was found alone in focial life j 

That mutual induftry profefsM, 

The various wants of man redrcfs'd. 

The 
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The Cat, half.famifhM, lean an4 weak, 75 

Demands the privilege to fpcak. 

«* Well, Pufs, (fays Man) and what can you 
To benefit the public do ?*' 

The Cat replies, " Thefe teeth, thefc claws, 
With vigilance Ihall ferve the caufe. St 

The moufe, deftroy'd by my purfuit, 
No longer fhall.your feafts pollute j 
Nor rats, from nightly ambuicade. 
With wafteful teeth your ftorcs invade." 

*« I grant, fays Man, to general ufe 85 

Your parts and talents may conduce 5 
For rats and mice purloin our grain. 
And thre fliers whirl the flail in vain : 
Thus fliall the Cat, a foe to fpoil, 
Proted the farmer's honeft toil." • ^t 

Then turning to the Dog, he cry'd, 
« Well, Sir, be next your merits try*d." 

" Sir, fays the Dog, by felf-applaufc 
We feem to own a friendlefs caufe. 
Alk thofe who know me, if diftruft 9$ 

E'er found me treacherous or unjuft ? 
Did I e'er faith or friendfhip break ? 
Aik all thofe creatures; let them fpeak. 
My vigilance and trufty zeal 
Perhaps might ferve the public weal. ict 

Might not your flocks in fafety feed. 
Were I to guard the fleecy breed ? 
Did I the nightly watches keep. 
Could thieves invade you while you flcep ?** 

. Thf 
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The Man replies. •* 'Tis juft and right ; 105 
Rewards fuch fcrvice fliould requite 
So rare, in property, we find 
Truft uncornipt among mankind. 
That, taken in a public view. 
The firft diftinftion is your due. t !• 

Such merits all reward tranfcend : 
Be then my comrade and my friend.'* 

Adreiling now the Fly .• <* From you 
What public fervice can accrue ?" 
** From roe ! (the fluttering infeft faid) J 15 

I thought you knew me better bred. 
Sir, I 'm a gentleman. Is 't fit 
That I to induftry fubmit ? 
Let mean mechanics, to be fed, 
By bufinefs earn ignoble bread ; 110 

I^ft in excefs of daily joys, 
Ko thought, no care, my life annoys. 
At noon (the lady's matin* hour) 
I fip the tea's delicious flower. 
On cates luxurioufly I dine, ^ 125 

And drink the fragrance of the vine. 
Studious of elegance and eafe, 
Myfeff alone I feck to pleafe." 

The Man his pert conceit derides. 
And thus the ufelefs coxcomb chides : ij* 

" Hence, from that peach, that downy feat j 
Ko idle fool deferves to cat. 
Coild you have fapp'd the blulhing rind, 
And OB that pulp ambrofial dia'd ; 

Had 
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Had n6t fome hand, with ikill and toil, 13$ 

To raifc the tree, prepar'd the foil ? 
Confider, Sot, what would cnfue, 
Were all fuch worthlefs things as you. 
You *d foon be forced (by hunger fl:ung) 
• To make your dirty meals on dung, 14a 

On which fuch defpicable need, 
Unpitied, is reduc*d to feed. 
Befides, vain felftfli Infeft, l«arn, 
(If you can right and wrong difccrn) 
That he who, with induftrious zeal, 145 

Contributes to the public weal. 
By adding to the common good. 
His own hath rjghtly underftood." 

So faying, with a fudden blow 
He laid the noxious vagrant low. 150 

Crufli'd in his luxury and pride, 
The fpungcr on the publick dy*d. 

F A B L E IX. 

THE JACKALL, LEOPARD, AND OTHER BEASTS. 

To a modern Politician. 

T GRANT corruption fways mankind s 

•*■ That intereft, too, perverts the mind i 

That bribes have blinded common fenfe, 

Foil'd reafon, truth, and eloquence : 

I grant you, too, our prefent crimes ' 5 

Can equal thofe of former times. 

Againd 
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'Agalnft plain fa6ls (hall I engage. 

To vindicate- our righteous age ? 

I know that in a modern fid 

Bribes in full energy fuUfift. 2% 

Since then thefe arguments prevai]. 

And itching palms are flill fo frail. 

Hence Politicians, you fuggcft. 

Should drive the nail that goes the bed; 
'That it Ihows parts and penetration, • 1 5 

To ply men with the right temptation. 
To this. I humbly muft dilfent, 

Premifing, no r^flc£tion 's meant. 

Does juflice or the client's fenfe 
* Teach lawyers either (ide's defence ? z% 

The fee gives eloquence its fpirit ; 

That, only is the client's merit. 

Docs art, wit, wifdom,- or addrefs, 

Obtain the proftixut«*s carets ? 
" The guinea (as in other trades) 25 

From every hand aliKe pcrfuadcs. 

Man, Scripture: fays, is prone to evil; 

But docs that vindicate the devil? 

Bciides, the more mankind are prone, 
' The lefs the devil's parts are Ihown. 30 

Corruption 's not of modern date ; 
^It hath been try*d in every ftate ; 

Great knaves of old their power have fenc'd, 

By places, penfions, bribes, difpens'd } 

By thefe they ^gloryM in fuccefs, 3.5 

.And impudently dar'd opprefs j 

By 
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By thefc defpoticly they fway*d. 

And flavcs extoU'd the hand that pay'd ; 

Kor parts nor genius were employed. 

By thefc alone were realms dtftroy'd* 4# 

Now fee thefe wretches in difgracc, 
Stript of their treafures, power, and place ; 
View them abandon'd and forlorn, 
Expos'd to fuch reproach and fcorn. 
What now is all your pride, your hoafl > 45 

Where are your (laves, your flattering hoft? 
What tongues now feed you with applaufe? 
Where are the champions of your caufe ? 
>Jow ev'n that very fawning train, 
Which (har'd the gleanings of your gain, ^t 

Prcfs foremoft who (hall firft accufe 
Your felfi(h jobbs, your paltry views, » 

Your narrow fchcmcs, your breach of truft, 
And want of talents to be juft. 

What fools were thefc am id ft their power ! 55 
How rhoughtlefs of their adverfe hour ! 
What friends were made ? A hireling herd, 
For temporary votes preferred. 
Was it thefe fycophants to get. 
Your lx)unty fwcU'd a nation's debt ? €• 

You *re bit : for thefe, like Swifs, attend j 
No longer pay, no longer fiicnd. 

The Lion is (beyond difpute) 
Allow'd the moft mnjeftic brute ; 
H'is valour and his generous mind 65 

Prove him fu^perior of his kiad : 

Y«t 
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Yet to Jackalls (as 'tis avcrr'd) 

Some Lions have their power transferr'd | 

As if the parts of pimps and fpies 

To govern forefts could fuffice. 70 

Once, fludioBS of his private good, 
A proud Jack all opprefs'd the wood) 
To cram his own infatiatc jaws, 
Invaded property and laws. 

The foreft groans with difcontcnt, 75 

Frcih wrongs the general hate foment. 
The fpreading murmurs reach'd his ear; 
ills fccret hours were vexM with fear. 
Night after night he weighs the cafe. 
And feels the terrors of difgrace. 89 

" By friends (fays he) 1 '11 guard my feat. 
By thofe malicious tongues defeat ; 
1 'II ftrengthen power by new allies, 
And all my clamoroms foes defprfe,'* 

To make the generous beafls his friends, 85 
He cringes, fawns, and condefcends ; 
But thofe repuls'd his abje^ court. 
And fcorn'd oppreflloA to fupport. 
Friends muft be had. He can*t fubfift. 
Bribes fhall new profeiytes inliil : 9^ 

But thcfc nought weigh*d in honcft paws | 
For bribes confefs a wicked caufe : 
Yet think not every paw withftands 
What hath prevail'd in human hands. 

A tempting turnip's 'iilver ftin 55 

Drew a bafc Hog through thick and th'n : 

Vol. IL M Bought 
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B< ughtf with a Stag's delicious bauncli. 
The mercenary Wolf was ftanch : 
The convert Fox grew warm and beany, 
A pullet gained him to the party : -le© 

The golden-pippin in his fift, 
A chattering Monkey join'd the lift. 
But foon, expos'd to public hate. 
The favourite's fall rcdrcfs'd the ftaie, 
. The Leopard, vindicating right, ^05 

Had brought his ftcret frauds to light. 

As rats, before the maniion falU, 

l5efert late. hofpitable walls, 

In flioals the fer vile creatures run. 

To bow before the rifing liin. u» 

The Hog with warmth cxprefs'd liis zeal, 

And was for lianging thofe that ftcal ; 

But hop'd, though low, the public hoard 

Might half a turnip ftill afford. 

Since faving meafures were profeft, 115 

A lamb's head was the Wolfs requeft. 

The Fox fubmitted, if to touch 

A gofling would be deem'd too much. 

Tbe Monkey thought his grin and chatter 

Might a(k a nut, or fome fuch matter, no 

« Ye Hirelings ! hence ! (the Leopard cries) 

Your venal confcicnce I dcfpife. 

He, who the public good intends. 

By bribes needs never purchafe friends. 

Who a£ts this juft, this open part, 125 

Is propt by every .honeft heart. 

.Corruption 
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Corruption now too late has ihow*dp 
That bribes arc always ill-bellow 'd ; 
By you your bubbled mailer 's Uught, 
Timc-fcrving tools, not friends, arc bouglit.'* -i$0 



FABLE X. 

THB DEGENERATE BEES. 

To the Rev. Dr. Swift, Dean of St. Patrick's. 

'T^HOUGH courts the pra6lice difaliow, 

A friend at all times 1 1\ avow. 
In politics I know 'lis wrong; 
A fricndfliip may be kept too long; 
And what they call the prudent pa^t, ^ 

Is to wear intereft next the heart. 
Ai the times take a different face. 
Old friend (hips (bould to new give place* 

I know, too, you have many foes. 
That owning you is Iharing thdfe ; le 

' That every knave in every flation. 
Of high and low denomination. 
For what you fpeak, and what you 'write. 
Dread you at once, and bear you fpite. 
Such freedoms in your works are fliown, ir 

They can't enjoy what's not their own. 
All dunces, too, in church and flate. 
In frothy nonfenfe (hew their hate i 

M % Witii 
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With all the petty fcribbling crew 

(And thofe pert fots are not a few), u 

'Gain ft you and Pope their envy fpurt. 

The bookfellcrs alone are hurt. 

Good Gods ! by what a powerful race 
(Foi: blockheads may have power and place) 
Are fcandals rais'd, and libels writ, 25 

To prove your honefty and wit 1 
Think witli yourfelf : thofe worthy men. 
You know, have fuffcr'd by your pen. 
From them you *ve nothing but your due. 
From hence, 'tis plain, your friends are few. 30 
Except myfelf, I know of none, 
Bcfules the wife and good alone. 
To fet the cafe in fairer light, 
My Fable fliall the reft recite, 
Which (though unlike our prefent ilatc) 35 

1 for the moral's fake relate. 

A Bee of cunning, not of parts. 
Luxurious, negligent of arts, 
Rapacious, arrogant, and vain, 
Greedy of power, but more of gain, 4» 

jCorruption fow'd throughout the hive^ 
By petty rogues the great ones thrive. 

As power and wealth his views fupply'd, 
*Twas feen in overbearing pride. 
With him loud impudence had merit ; 45 

The Bee of confcicnce wanted fpirit; 
And thofe who follow'd honour's rules 
Were laugh'd tofcooaior f([ueamiih fools. 

Wealth 
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Wealth claina'd diftinf^ion, favour, grace. 

And poverty alone was bafe. 50 

He treated induftry with flight, 

Unlcfs he found his profit by 't. 

Rights, laws, and liberties, give way^ 

To bring his felfifh fchemes in play. 

The fwarm forgot the common toil, 55 

To iharc the gleanings of his fpoil. 

While vulgar fouls, of narrow parts,. 
Wafte life in low mechanic arts. 
Let us (fays he), to genius born,- 
The drudgery of our fathers fcorn. 69 

The Wafp and Drone, you muft agree. 
Live with more elegance tlian we. 
Like gentlemen they fport and play ; 
No bufinefs interrupts the day : 
Tkir hours to luxury they give, 65 

And nobly on their neighbours live. 
A ftubborn Bee, among the fuarm. 
With honeft indignation warm, 
Thus from his cell with zeal re ply M : 

" I flight thy frowns, and hate thy pride. ;• 
The laws our native rights protcft j 
Offending thee, I thofe refpeft. 
Shall luxury corrupt the hive. 
And none againft the torrent (Irive^? 
Exert the honour of your race ; 73 

He builds his rife on your difgrace. 
Tis induftry our ftate maintains j 
'Twas honcft toil and honed gains 

M 3 That 



i€6 CAY'S POEJVrS: 

That raisM our fires to power and fame. 

Be vinuous ; fave yourfelves from ihame. Sc 

Know that, in fclfilh ends purfuing, 

You fcramble for the public ruin." 

He fpoke j and, from his cell diftoifs'd. 
Was infolcntly fcofF'd and hifs'd. 
With him a friend or two reiign'd, J 5 

Difdaining the degenerate kind. 

•* Thefe Drones (fays he), thefe infers vile, 
(I treat them in their proper ftyle) 
May for a time opprefs the flate : 
They own our virtue by their Rate } 90 

By that our merits they reveal, 
And recommend our public zeal 5 
Difgrac*d by this corrupted crew, 
We 're bonour'd by the virtuous few. 



FABLE XL 

THE PACK-HORSE AHD THE CARRIER. 

To a young Nobleman. 

BEGIN, my Lord, in early youth. 
To fufFer, nay, encourage truth ; 
UVnd blame me not for difrcfpe^l, 
If 1 the flatterer's ftyle rejc£t } 
With that, by menial tongues fupply'd, 
You 're daily cockcrd up in pride. 
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The tree 's diflihguifliM by the fruit. 
Be vinue then your firft purfuit ; 
Set your great anceftors in view, /; 

" Like them deferve the title too { i« 

Like tliem ignoble a6^ions fcorn ; 
Let virtue pcove you greatly born. 

Though witli lefs plate their iitle-board (hone. 
Their coofcience always was their own ; 
They ne'er at levees meanly fawn*d, 1 1: 

Nor was their honour yearly pawn'd j 
Their hands,- by no corruption flain'd, 
The miniderial bribe difdain'd ; 
They ferv'^ the crown with loy^l zeal. 
Yet, jealous of tlie public weal, j- 

They ftood the bulwark of our laws,. 
And wore at heart their country's caufc ; 
By neither place or penfion bought, 
They fpoke and voted as tlvcy thouirhr. 
Thus did your (ires adorn their icat j 25 

And fuch alone are truly great. 

If you the paths of learning flighr, 
You T& but a dunce in ftrongcr lii^hc. 
Jn forcmoft rank the coward plao'd,. 
Js more confpicuoufly difgrac'd. ^ 3C> 

If you, to fsrve-a paltry tnii. 
To knaviih jobbs can condefcend, 
^Ve pay you tlie contempt that 's due ; 
In that you have precedence too. 

Whence had you this illuftrious name ? • 35 

From virtue and unblemifli'd fame. 

M 4 Uy 
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By birth the name alone defcends; 

Your honour on yourfelf depends: 

Think not your coronet can hide 

AiTuming ignorance and pride. ^^ 

Learning by ftudy muft be won j 

'Twas nc^er entail'd from fon to fon^ 

Superior worth your rank requires 5 

For that mankind reveres your (ires t 

If you degenerate from your race, 45 

Their merits heighten your difgrace. 

A Carrier, every night and mom,. 
Would fee his horfes eat their corn : 
This funk the hoftler's vails, 'tis true ; 
But then his horfes had their due. rf 

Were we fo cautious in all cafes. 
Small gain would rife from greater places^ 

The manger now had all its meafure ; 
IJe heard the grinding teeth with pleafure; 
. When all at once confufion rung ; 55 

They fnorted, joflled, bit, and ftung. 
A Pack-horfe turn'd his head afide, 
poaming, his eye-balls fwell'd with pride. 

'* Good Gods ! (fays he) how hard 's my lot ^ • 
Is then my high defcent forgot ? 6» 

Rcduc'd to drudgery and difgrace 
(A life unworthy of my race), 
Muft I, too, bear the vile attacks 
Of ragged fcrubs and vulgar hacks ? 
See fcurvy Roan, that brute ill-bred, ^5 

Dares from the manger thruft ray head I 

Shall 
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Shall I, who boaft a noble line, 

On otFals of thefc creatures dine ? 

Kick'd by old Ball ! fo mean a foe ! 

My honour futFcrs by the blow. 70- 

Newmarket fpeaks my grandfire's fame^ 

All jockeys dill revere his name : 

There, yearly, are his triumphs told, 

There all his maflfy plates enroU'd. 

Whene'er led forth upon the plain, 75 

You faw him with a livery train j 

Returning, too, with laurels crown'd, 

You heard the drums and trumpets found* 

Let it then, Sir, be underftood, 

Refpeft *s my due, for I have blood." So 

" Vain-glorious fool T (the Carrier cry'd) 
Refpeft was never paid to pride. 
Know twas thy giddy wilful heart 
Reduc'd thee to this flavifh part. . 
Did not thy hcadftrong youth difdain 85 

To learn the conduft of the rein ? 
Thus coxcombs, blind to real merit,. 
In vicious frolics fancy fpirit. 
What is *t to me by whom begot,. 
Thou reflive, pert, conceited fot? 90^ 

Your fires I reverence ; *tis their due : 
But, worthlefs fool, what 's that to you ? 
Aft all the Carriers on the road, 
They'll fay, thy keeping 's ill bcftow'd j 
Then vaunt no more thy noble race, 95 

That neither mends thy ftrength or pace. 

. What 
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"\^Tiat profits me thy boaft of blood ? 

An afs hath more intrinfic good* 

By outward (how let 's not be cheated j 

An afs ihould like an afs be treated." |«c 



FABLE Xir. 

PAN AND F^RTUNr; 

To a young Heir. 

{HO ON as your father's death was known>. 

^ (As if th' eftate had been their own)* 

The gamcfters outwardly expreft 

Tlie decent joy within your breaft. 

So laviih in your praife they grew,. 5 

As fpokc their certain hopes in you. 

One counts your income of the year,. 
How much in ready money clear. 

** No houfc, fays he, is more complete ; 
The garden *s elegant and great, ip 

How fine the park around it lies I 
The timber 's of a noble fize. 
Vhen count his jewels and his'plirte. 
Befides^ 'tis no entail'd efi:ate. 
If cafli run low, his lands in fee 15 

Are, or for falc or mortgage, frt-c." 

Thus they, before you threw the main, 
Seem to anticipate their gain. 

WouW 
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Would ^ott, when thieves are known abroad. 
Bring forth your treafures in the road > !• 

Would not the fool ahcfthe fteakh. 
Who ralhly thus expos'd his weahh ? - 
Yet this you do, whene'er you play 
Among the gentlemen of prey. 

Could fools to keep their own contrive, t^ 

On what, on whom, could game{lers thrive ? 
Is it in charity you game, 
To fave your worthy gang from ihame ? 
Unlefs you furnilh'd daily hread, 
Which way could idlcnefs be fed ? jo 

Could thcfe^pfofcffofs of deceit 
Within the law ne longer cheats 
They muftrun bolder riiks for prey, 
And ftrip the traveller on the way. 
Thus in your annual rents they ihare, 35 

And 'fcape the noofe from year to year. 

Coniider^ ere you make the bett. 
That fum migho crofs your taylor*s debt. 
When you the pilfering rattle fliake. 
Is noeyour honour, too, at fUke ? 49 

Muft you not by mean lyes evade 
To-morrow*s duns from every trade.? 
By proBiifes fo often paid, 
Is yet your tay lot's bill defray *d ? 
Muft you not pitifuUy fawn 4^ 

To have yoiir butcher's writ withdrawn ? - 
This mud be done. In debtsof play, 
Your honour fuffers na delay » 

Aod 
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And not this year's and next year's rent 

The fons of rapine can content. 59 

Look round, the wrecks of play behold, 
Eftates difmcmber'd, mortgaged, fold I 
Their owners now, to gaols confin'd. 
Show equal poverty of mind. 
Some, who the fpoil of knaves were made, 55 
Too late attempt to learn their trade. ^ 

Some, for the folly of one hour. 
Become the dirty tools of power ; 
And, with the mercenary lift. 
Upon court-charity fubfift. 60 

You '11 find at laft this maxim true, 
Fools arc the game which knaves purfue. 

The foreft (a whole century's feadc) 
Muft be one wafteful ruin made : 
Ko mercy 's ihewn to age or kiad ; 65 

The general maflacre is fign*d. 
The park, too, ihares tlie dreadful fate. 
For duns grow louder at the gate. 
Stern clowns, obedient to the 'fquire, 
(What will not barbarous hands for hire ?) 70 
With brawny arms repeat the ftroke j 
FalPn are the elm and reverend oak. 
Through the long wood loud axes found. 
And Echo groans with every wound. 

To fee the defolation fpread, 75 

Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head : 
His bofom~now with fury bums j 
Beneath his hoof the dice he fpurns. 

Cards, 



FABLES. Part IT. 173 

Cards, too, in peevifli paflion torn, 

The rport of whirling winds arc borne. {• 

" To fnails inveterate hate I bear, 
Who fpoil the verdure of the year ; 
The caterpillar I deteft, 
The blooming Spring's voracious peft ; 
The locuft, too, whofe ravenous band t^ 

Spreads fudden famine o'er the land. 
But what are thefe ? the dice's throw 
At once hath laid a forefl low. 
The cards are dealt, the bett is made. 
And the wide park hath lod its (hade. 99 

Thus is my kingdom's pride defac'd. 
And all its antient glories wafte. 
All this (he cries) is Fortune's doing: 
'Tis thus fhe meditates my ruin. 
By Fortune, that falfe, fickle jade, ^5 

More havock in one hour is made. 
Than all the hungry infeft race, 
Combined, can in an age deface." 

Fortune, by chance, who near him pad:, 
O'erheard the vile afperfion caft. 100 

" Why, Pan, (fays Ihe) what's all this rant? 
*Tis every country-bubble*s cant. 
Am I the patronefs of vice ? 
Is 't I who cog or palm the dice ? 
Did I the ihuffling art reveal, so$ 

To mark the cards, or range the deal ? 
In all th* employments men purfue, 
I mind the lead what gamcftcrs do. 

Th«r« 
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There may (if computation's juft) 
One now and then my co'nduft truft. 'i i# 

I blame the fuel, for what can I, 
When ninety-nine ray power defy? 
Thefe truft alone their fingers' ends, 
And not one (lake on me depends. 
Whene'er the gaming-board is fet^ t^j 

Two claflcs of mankind arc met j 
But, if we count the greedy-face. 
The knaves fill up the greater fpace. 
*Tis a grofs error held in fchools. 
That Fortune always favours fools. mq 

In play it never bears difpute j 
That doftrine thefe feU'd oaks confute. 
Then why to me fuch rancour (how-? 
'Tis Folly, Pan, that is thy foe. 
By me liis late eftate he won, 125 

• But he by folly was undone.* 



FABLE XIII. 

• PLUTUS, CUPID, AND TIME. 

OF all the burthens man mull: bear. 
Time fcems moft galling and fevered 
Beneath this grievous load oppiefs'd. 
We daily meet fome friend diftrefs'd. 

" What can one do ? I rofe at nine,* 5 

'Tis full fix hours before we dine : 



CABLES. BAR.T IL i<r| 

Six hours ! no earthly thing to do I 
WouWI had doz'd in bed till two T' 

A pamphlet is before him fpread. 
And almoft half a page is read ; id 

Tiry with the ftudy of the day, 
The fluttering flieets are tofb*d away. 
He opes his fouff-box, hums an air, 
Tiien yawns, and Wretches in his chair. 

** Not twenty, by the minute-hand I 15 

Good Gods, fays he, my watch mufl ftand ! 
How muddling 'tis on books to pore I 
J thought I 'ad read an hour or more. 
The morning,. of all haurs, I hate. 
'One can't contrive to rife- too late,'* la 

To make the minutes fader run. 
Then,. (00, his tirefome felf to ihun. 
To the next cofFee-houfe he fpeeds, 
•Takes up the news, fome fcraps he reads. 
Sauntering, from chair to chair he trails ; -25 

Now drinks, his tea, now bites his nails. 
He fpies a partner of his woe ; 
By chat affli£^ions lighter grow ; 
Each other's grievances they ihare. 
And thus their dreadful hours compare. $t 

Says Tom, '< Since all men muft confefs. 
That Time lies heavy, more or left, 
Why fliould it be fo hard to get. 
Till two, a party at Piquet ? 
Play. might relieve the lagging morn : 35 

By cards long wintery nights are borne. 

7 l>0«t 
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Docs not Qjiadrille amufe the fair, 

Night after niglit, throughout the year ? 

Vapours and fplecn forgot, at play 

They cheat uncounted hours away." 49 

** My cafe, fays Will, then muft be hard. 
By want of Ikill from play debarr'd. 
Courtiers kill trmc by various ways | 
Dependence wears out half their days. 
iHow happy ihefe, whofe time ne'er Elands ! 45 
JVttendance takes it off their hands. 
Were it not for this curftd ihower. 
The Park had wilkl away an hour. 
At court, without or place or view, 
I daily lofe an hour or two : 50 

Jt fully anfwers my defign, 
AVhen I have picked up friends to dine ; 
The tavern makes our burden light ; 
Wine puts our time and care to flight. 
At fix (hard cafe !) they call to pay. 55 

Where can one go ? I hate the play. 
From fix till ten ! unldfs in fleep. 
One cannot fpend the hcNirs fo cheap. 
The comedy 's nofooner done. 
But fome aflTerably is begun j ^» 

Loitering ffx>m room to room I ftray, 
Converfe, but nothing hear or fay : 
Quite tir'd, from fair to fair I roam. 
So foon ! I dread the thoughts of liome. 
From thence, to quicken ilow-pac^4 nighi, ^$ 
Again my tavern-friends invite « 
^ i 4 Here, 



litxtt tod, oor early morhings pafs^ 
7 HI drowfy flcep ittarcf the glafs." 

Thus they their wretched life bcmoa-By 
Ar.d make each other's cafe their own. 7# 

Coniider, frieikis^ no hour rolls on 
But fomethin^ of your grief is gone. 
Were you to fchemcs of buiincfs bred, 
L'id you the paths of learning tread. 
Your hours, your days, would fly too faft ; 75 
You 'd then regret the minute pall. 
Time 's fughive and light as wind : 
*Tis indolence that dogs your mind : 
That load from oiF your fpirits fiiakci. 
You '11 own, and grieve for, your mlAake, <• 

A while your thoughtlefs fplcen fufpend, 
Then read, and (if you can) attend. 

As Pluius, to divcfrt his care, 
Walk'd forth one morn to take the air, 
Cupid o'ertook his -ftrutting pace. 85 

Each flar'd upon the ftranger's face, 
Till recoUcdion fet them right, 
For each knew th' otlier but by fight. 
After fome compli mental talk, 
Time met them, bow'd, and joined their walk, 90 
Their chat on various fubje6ls ran. 
But mod, what each had done for man. 
Plutus afTumes a haughty air, 
J^ft like our purfe- proud fellows here. 

" Let kings, fays he, let cobblers tell, 95 

VV'hofc gifts among mankind excel. 

Vol. II. N Confidcr 
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Coniider courts ; what draws their tndnf 
'Think you 'tis loyalty or gaia ? 
'i hat ftatefman hath the flrongeft I old, 
-Whole tool of politics is gold ; xo9 

By that, in former reigns, 'tis<fai:1y 
The knave in power liath fenates led : 
J}y that alone he fway'd-debatesy 
Enrich'd himfetf, and beggar'd dates. 
forego your boaft. You mttft conclude, 105 

Tliat 's mod cftcem'd that *s mod purfucd. 
Think, too, in what a woeful plight 
That wretch muft live whofe pocket *s light. 
Are not his hours by want deprelt ? 
^'enurious care -corrodes his bread. tio 

Without refpcft, or love, or friends,. 
His folitary day dcfcends.*' 

** You might, fay-s Cupid, doubt my parts, 
My knov(4edge, too, in l>uman hearts, 
Should I the power of gold difpute, 115 

Which great ^examples might confute. 
I know, when nothing elfe prevails, 1 

Perfuafive money feldom fails ; j 

That beauty, too, (like other wares) ' 

Its {>rice, as well as conicience, bears. i^ 

Then marriage i(as of late profed) 
Is but a money-jobb at bed. 
Confent, compliance, may be fald ; 
But love '-s iieyend the price of gold* 
Smugglers there are, who, by retail, i«5 

Expofe what they call Love to falej 
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Such bargains are an arrant cheat : 

You purcliafe flattery and deceit. 

Thofc who true love have ever try'd 

(The common cares of life fupplyM) 130 

No wants endure, no wiflics make, 

But every real joy partaike. 

All comfort on themfelves depends ; 

They want nor power, nor wealdi, nor friends. 

Love, then, hath every hlifs in ftore ; 135 

'Tis friendlhip, and ''tis fomcthing more. 

Each other every wifh they give : 

Not to know love, is not to live." 

Or love, or money, '(Time rcply'd) 
Were men the queftion to decide, 140 

Would bear the prize : on hoth intent. 
My boon 's neglefted or mif-fpcnt. 
'Tis I who meafure vital fpacc, 
And deal out years to human race. 
Though little priz'd, and feldom fought, 145 

Without me love and gdld are nought. 
Howxloes the mifertinac employ? 
Bid I c'er^ee him life enjoy ? 
By me forfook, the hoards he won 
Are fcatter'd by his lavifli fon. 150 

By me all ufeful arts are gained ; 
Wealth, learning, wifdom, is attained. 
Who then would think (fincc fuch my power) 
That e'er I knew an idle houc ? 
So fubtlc and fo fwift I fly, , - 5 

^•vc •« not more fugitive than L 

N 2 \Vii« 
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Who hath not heard coquettes comphdn 
Of days, months, years, mif-fpent in vain ? 
For time mi(us'd they pine and wafle. 
And love's fweet pleafures never taftc. i$o 

Thofc who dire£t their time aright. 
If love or wealth their hopes excite. 
In each purfuit fit hours employed, 
And both by time have been cnjoy*d. 
How heedlcfs then are mortals grown ! 16^ 

How little is their Intereft known I 
In every view they ought to mind me. 
For, \yhcn once loft, they never find me.*' 
He fpoke. The gods no more contcft^ 
And his fuperior gift con fell, -170 

That Time (when truly underftood) 
Is the molt precious earthly good. 



FABLE XIV. 

THE OWL, THB SWAN, THE* COCK, THB SPIDER 
THE ASS, AND THE FARMER. 

To a Mother. 

/CONVERSING with your fprightly boys, 
^^ Your iyes have fpoke the Mother's joys. 
With what delight I \c heard you quote 
Their fayings in impcrftcl note ! 

I grant, in body and in mind 5 

Katurc appears. profufely. kind. 

Tfuft 
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Trufl: not to that. Aft you your part ; 

Imprint juft morals on their heart; 

Impartially their talents fcan: 

]u(l education forms the man. lO 

Perhaps (their genius yet unknown) 
Each lot of life 's already thrown ; 
That this (hall plead, the next Ihall fight, 
The laft allcrt the church's right. 
I cenfure not the fond intent ; 1 5 

But how precarious is th' event ! 
By talents mifapply*d and croft, 
Confidcr, all your fons arc loft. 

One day (the tale 's by Martial pennM) 
A father thus addrc^s'd his friend : zm 

" To train my boy, and call forth fcnfc, 
You know I 'vc fluck at no cxpence j 
I 've try'd him in the feveral arts; 
(The lad, no doubt, hath latent parts) 
Yet, trying all, he nothing knows, 35 

But, crab-like, rather backward goes. 
Teach me what yet remains undone ; 
'Tis your advice (hall fix my fon." 

" Sir, fays the friend, I *ve weigh'd the matter; 
Excufe me, for I fcorn to flatter : 30 

Make him (nor think his genius checkt) 
A herald or an architedl." 

Perhaps (as commonly 'tis known) 
He heard th' advice, and took his own. 

The boy wants wjt ; he 's fent to fchool, 35 
"Whexc learning but improves the fool. 

N 3 The 
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The college next mud gire hhn pans,. 

And cram him with the liberal arts. 

Whether he blunders at the bar. 

Or owes his infamy to war i 40 

Or if by licence or degree 

The fexton fhare the do£h>r*s fee $ 

Or ftom the pulpit by the'^hour 

He weekly floods of nonfcnfe pour ; 

We find (th' intent of Nature foird> 45 

A taylor or a batcher fpoird. 

Thus minifters have royal boons 
Conferred on blockheads and buffoons : 
In fpite of nature, merir, wit. 
Their friends for every poft were fit. p 

But now let every Mufe confefs 
That merit finds its due fuccefs. 
Th* examples of our days regard j 
Where *s vinue fcen without reward ? 
Diftinguifh'd and in place you find 53 

Dcfcrt and worth of every kind. 
Survey the reverend bench, and fee 
Religion, learning, piety : 
Tlie patron, ere he recommends. 
Sees his own image in his friend's, 60 

Is honcfty difgrac'd and poor ? 
What, is 't to us what was before ? 
. We all of times corrupt have heard, 
When paltry minions were preferred j 1 

When all great offices, by dozens, ^5 : 

Were fill'd by brothers, fons, and coufins. 

What I 
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What matter ignorance and pcide ? 

The man was happily ally*d. 

Provided that his clerk was good, 

What though he nothing underflood ? 7» 

Jn chuich and ftate the forry race 

Grew more confpicuous fools in place. 

Such he^s, as then a treaty made, 

Had bungled in ther cobbler's trade. 
Confider, Patrons, that fuch elves 73 

Expofe your folly with tliemfelves; 

Tis yours, as 'tis the parent's care,- 

To 6x each genius in its fphere. 

Your partial hand can wealth difpenfe^ 

But never give a blockhead fcnfc, to 

An Owl of magiderial air. 
Of folcmn voice, of brow aufterc,. 
AlTum'd the pride of human race, 
And bore his wifdom in his face ; 
Not to depreciate learned eyes, S5 

I 've feen a pedant look as wife. 

Within. a barn, from noife retir'd, 
He fcorn'd rhe world, himfeif admir'd ; 
And, like an ancient fage, conceal'd 
The follies public life reveal'd. 90 

Philofophers of old, he read, J 
Their country's youth to fcience bred. 
Their manners form'd for every ftation. 
And dedin'd each his occupation. 
When Xcnophon, by numbers brav'd, 95 

Retreated, and a people fav'd, 

N 4 That 
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That laurel was not all his own { 
The plant by Socrates was fown. 
To Ariftotlc's greater name 
The Macedonian owM his fame. ico 

Th.* Athenian bird, with pride replete, 
Their talents cquaVd in conceit. 
And, copyinjr the Socratic rule, ^ 

Set up for mafter of a fchool. 
Dogmatic Jargon learnt by heart, wj 

Trite fentenccs, hard terms of art. 
To vulgar cars feem'd fo profound, 
' They fancy*d learning in the found. 

The fchool had fame ; the crowded place 
With pupils fwarmM of every race. : io= 

With thcfc the Swan's maternal care 
Had fcnt her fcarce-flcdg'd cygnet heir : 
The Hen (though fond and loath to part) 
Here lodg'd the darling of her heart : 
The Spider, of mechanic -kind, 115 

AfpirM to fcience more refin'd : 
The Afs learnt metaphors and tropes, 
But mod on mu-fic fix'd his hopes. 

The pupils now, advanced in age, 
' Were caird to tread life's bufy ftagc ; 12* 

And to the Mafter 'twas fubmitted. 
That each might to his part be fitted. 

" The Swan, fays he, in arms fliall (hinc ; 
The foldicr's glorious toil be thine. 

The Cock (hall mighty wealth attain : l^ 

Go, feck it on the (lormy main. 

The 
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The court fliall be the Spider's fphcre : 

Power, fortune, (hall reward him there. 
Ill mufic's art, the Afs's fame 

Shall emulate Corelli's name." 139 

Each took the part that he advis'd. 

And all were equally defpis'd. 

A Farmer, at his folly mov'd. 
The dull Preceptor thus reprov'd. 

" Blockhead, fays lie, by what you 've done, 135 
One would have thought them each your Ton s 
For parents, to their oIFtipring blind, 
Confult nor parts nor turn of mindy 
But ev'n in infancy decree 

What this, what th' other fon Ihall be. 140 

Had you with judgement weigh'd the cafe. 
Their genius thus had fix'd their place : 
The Swan had learnt the failor's art j 
The Cock had play'd the foldier's part i 
The Spider in the weaver's trade 145. 

With credit had a fortune made ; 
But for the foal, in every clafs. 
The blockhead had appeared an Afs.'* 
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FABLE XV. 

THE eaOK-MAlDy THE TURNSPIT, AND THE 0Z» 

To a poor Man. 

/CONSIDER man in every fpherc, 
^^ Then tell rae, » your lot fcvere ? 
Tis murmur, difcontcnt, diftruft, 
That makes you wretched. God is juft. 

I granr, the hungry muft be fed, j 

That toil, too, earns thy daily bread. 
What then? TJiy wants are feen and known ; 
But every mortal feels his own. 
We *re born a rcfllefs, needy crew : 
'Shew me the happier man than you. lo 

Adam, chough bled above his kind. 
For want of (bcial woman pin'd. 
Eve's wants the fubtle fcrpent faw. 
Her fickle taftc tranfgrcfs'd the law : 
Thus fell our fire j and their difgracc 15 

The curfe entail'd on human race. 

When Philip's foa, by glory led, 
Had o*er the globe his empire fpread ; 
When altars to his name were drefs'd ; 
That he was man, his tears confcfs'd. zo 

The hopes of avarice are check 'd : 
The proud man always wants refpe^b. 
What vxrious wants on power attend t 
Ambition never gains its end. 

a Wha 
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WIio hath not heard the rich complain 15 

Of furfcits and corporeal pain ? 

He, barr'd from every ufe of wealth, 

Envies the ploughman's ftrcngth and health; 

Another, in a beauteous wife 

Finds all the miferies of life r ^ 

Domcftic jars and jealous fear 

Imbittcr all his days with care. 

This wants an heir ; the line is loiVs 

Why was that rain entail engroft ? 

Can ft tliou difcern another's mind ? 35 

What is 't you envy ? Envy 's blind. 

Tell Envy, when (he would annoy. 
That thoufands want what you enjoy. 
" The dinner muft be dilh'd at one. 
Where 's this vexatious Turnfpit gone ? 40 

Unlcfs the fkulking Cur is caught. 
The furloin's fpoilt, and I 'm in fault," 

Thus laid, (for ftire you '11 think it fit 
That I the Cook-maid's oaths omit) 
With all the fury of a cook, 4^ 

Her cooler kitchen Nan forfook : 
The broomftick o'er her head (he wave» 1 
She fv\'eats, (he ilampf^V flie puf¥s, file raves : 
The fneaking Cur before her flies j 
She whiAles, calls ; fair fpeech ihe tries. ^4 

Thefe nought avail. Her choler burns ; 
The fid and cudgel tlireat by turns* 
With hafty ihide fhe preiles near ; 
He ilinks aloof, and howls with fcar» 
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" Was ever Cur fo curs'd ! (he cry'd) 55 

What ftar did at my birth prefidc ! 

Am I for life by compaft bound 

To. tread the wheel's eternal round ? 

Inglorious tafk ! of all our race . 
^«- No (lave is half fo mean and bafc. 60 

Had Fate a kinder lot ailign'd, 

And form'd me of the lap-dog kind,. 

I then, i'l higher life emplpy'd, 

Had indulenee and eafe enjoy'd ^ 
. And, like a gentleman, carefl, 65 

Had been the lady's favpurite gucll : 

Or were I fprung from fpaniel lii^c. 

Was his fagacious noftril mine, 

By me, their never-erring guide, 
,• > From wood and plain their fcafts fupply'd, 7» 

Knights, Yquires, attendant on my pace, 

Had ihtr'd the pleafurcs of the chacc. 

Endued with native flrength and fire». 

Why call'd I not the lion fjre ? 

A lion ! fuch mean views 1 fcorn r 75: 

Why was I not of woman born ? 

Who dares with reafon's power contend ? 

Oa jnap we brutal flave>dcpend : 

To him all Queatures tribute pay, 
^\ And lujcury cRiplpys his d^y*" ^^ 

An px by c)K)Dce o'^rheard his moai^y 

And thus r^^K'd (he lazy drone. 
« Dare yo^ jtt partial Fate rppinc ? 

How kind^i yowT lot g;unp»r'ji witl^ mine ! 

Decreed 



Decreed to toil, the barbarous knife 85 

Hath fever'c! nvs frgm focial life ; , 

Urg'd by the Simulating goad, 

I drag the cmnbrous waggon's toaci : ' ' 

Tis mine to tame the .ftubhom plain. 

Break the ftiff foil, and houfe the grain*: 90 

Vet I without a murmur bear 

The various labours of the year. 

But tiicn, confidcr, that one day 

(Perhaps the hour 's not far away) 

YoQ, by the duties of y6ur poft, 55 

Shall turn the fpit when 1 'm the roart ; 

And for reward (hall (hare the feaft, 

I mean, fhall pick my bones at leaft.*' 
** Till now, th' aftonifli'd Cur replies, 

T look'd op all with envious eyes. 100 

How falfe we -judge by what appears ! 

All creatures feel their fevcral cares. 

If thus yon* mighty beaft complains j 

Pcrfiaps man knows fuperior pains. 

Let envy then no more torment : ^105 

Think on the Ox, and learn content." 

Thus faid, clofe following at her heel, 
^Vith cheerful heart he mounts the wheel. 
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FABLE XVI. 

TTHE RAVEN, THE«£XTON, AND TilE EARTH-WORHt. 

To Laura. 

TT AUR A, methinks you 're over-nice, 

~^ True ; flattery is a (hocking vice : 

Yet fure, whene'er the praifc is juft. 

One tnay commend without difguft. 

Am I a privilege ^eny'd, 5 

Indulged by -every tongue befide ? 

How lingular are all your ways! 

A woman, and averfe to praifc ! 

If *tis offence fuch truths to tcU, 

Why do your merits thus excel ? to 

Since then I dare not fpeak my mind, 
A truth confpicuous to mankind ; 
Though in full luftre every grace 
Di(lingui(h your celefHal face^ 
Though beauties of inferior ray . 15 

(Like (lars before the orb of day) 
Turn pale and fade ; I check my lays. 
Admiring what I dare not praife. 

If you the tribute due djfdain. 
The Mufe*s mortifying flrain t« 

*ShalU like a woman, in mere fpite. 
Set beauty in a moral light. 

Though fuch revenge might (hock die ear 
Of in any ;a celebrated faii;, 

Iinett 
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J mean that fuperficial race 25 

Whofe thoughts ne'er reach beyond their face 5 

What *s that to you ? I but difplcafe 

Such evcr-girlifh ears as thefe. 

Virtue can brook the dioughts of age. 

That lads the fame through every ftage. 30 

Though you by time mufl: fufiier more 

Than ever woman loft before, 

To age is fuch indifference (hown, 

As if your face were not your own. 

Were you by Antoninus taught ? 35 

Or is it native ftrength of thought 

That thus, whlwut concern or fright. 

You view yourfcJf by Reafon's light ? 

Thofe eyes, of fo divine a ray, 
What are they ? Mouldering, mortal clay, 40 
Thofe features, caft in heavenly mould, 
Shall, like my coarfcr earth, grow old j 
Like common grafs, the fairfeft flower 
Muft feel the hoary feafon*s power. 

How wealc, how vain, is human pride I 4$ 

T^ares man upon himfclf confide ? 
The wretch, who glories in his gain, 
AmaiTcs hes^s on heaps in vain. 
Why lofe we life in anxious cares, 
To lay-in hoards for future years ? 5^ 

Can thofe (when tortur'd by difcafe) 
Cheer our fick heart, or purchafe eafe ? 
"Can thofe prolong one gafp of breath, 
Or cahn the troabled liour of death ? 

Wliat'f 
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What's beauty ? Cill y€ that your own ? 55 

A flowfcr that fades as foon as blown. 

What *s marr in all his boa ft of fway > 

Perhaps the tyrant 6f a day. 

Alike the laws of life take place 
' Srhrough* every branch of human race. 4o 

The monarch of long regal line 

Was rais'd from duft as frail as mine. 

Can he pour health into his veins, 

Or cool the fdV^cr's refticfs pains ? 
^fcan he (worn (.own in Nature's courfc) 65 

"New-brace his feeble nerves with force ? 
'?Can he (how vain is mortal power \) 
* Stretch life beyond the deftin'd hour? 

Confidcr, Man ; weigh well ihy frame ; 
'The king, the beggar, is the fame. yo 

Duft form*d us all. Each breathes his day, 

Then finks intahis native clay. 
Beneath a Venerable yew, 

.That i^ the lonely church-yard grc^v, 
"'Two Ravens fate. In folemn croak 75 

Thus one his hungi*y friend bef}X)ke. 
** Methinks I fcent fome rich i-epa-ft ; 

The favour ftrengthens with the blaft; 
. SnufF then, the promised feaft inhale j 

I tafte the carcafe in the gale. So 

Near yonder trees, the farmer's flccd, 
^From toil and every drudgery freed. 

Hath groan'd his laH:. A dainty treat ? 

To birds of taflc, delicious mear V* 

6 A Sextoa, 
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. \ Sexton, bufy at bis trade, S| 

To hear thejr chat fufpenilt his fpade. 

Death firuck him with no farther thought, 

Than merely as the fees he brought. 

" Was ever two fuch blundering fowls, 

Jn brains and manners lefs than owls ! 90 

Blockheads, fays he, learn more rtfpe£): : 

Know ye on whom ye thus refle£k ? 

In this fame grave (who docs me right, 

Muft own the work is ftrong and tight) 

The 'Squire, that yon' fair hall poirell, 9 5 

To-night fliall lay his bones at reft. 

Whence could the grofs miftake proceed ? 
The 'Squire was fomewhat fat indeed. . 

W^hat then ? the mcancft bird of prey 

:Such want of fenfe could ne'er betray ; io« 

For fure fome difference mult be found 

{Suppofe the fmelling organ found) 

In carcaflfcs (fay wliat we can). 

Or where 's the dignity of man ? " 

With due rcfpeft to human race, 1*5 

The Ravens undertook the cafe. 
In fuch fimilitude of fcent, 
Man ne*cr could think reflexions meant. 
As epicures extol a treat, 

And feem their favoury words to eat, no 

They prais'd dead horfe, luxurious foodi 
The venifon of the prcfcient brood. 
The Sexton's indignation, mov'd. 
The mean comparifon repror'd ; 
Vol, II. O Their 
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Their undifccrning palate blam'd, 115 

Which two-lcgg'd carrion thus defam'd. 

Reproachful fpcech from either fide 
The want of argument fupplyM : 
They rail, revile ; as often ends 
The conteft of difputing friends. 120 

«* Hold, fays the Fowl ; fince human pride 
With confuution ne'er comply'd, 
Let 's ftatc the cafei and then refer 
The knotty point, for tafte may err." 

As thus he fpoke, from out the mould 1*5 
An Earth-worm, huge of fize, unroll'd 
His monftrous length : they ftrait agree 
To chufe him as their referee : 
So to tV experience of his jaws 
-Each ftates tlic merits of the caufe. 130 

He paus*d j and, with a folemn tone, 
Thus made his fage opinion known : 

«« On carcaflcs of every kind 
This maw hath elegantly dm'd ; 
Provok'd by luxury or need, '3 

On beaft, or fowl, or man, I feed : 
Such fmall diftinftion 's in the favour, 
By turns I chufe the fancy'd flavour : 
Yet I muft own (that human bcaflf) 
A glutton is the ranked feaft. '4« 

Man, ceafe this boaft; for human pride 
Hath various trafts to range befidc. 
The prince who kept the world in awe, 

The judge whofe dilate fix'd the law, 

The 
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The rich, the poor, the great, the fmall, 145 

Are levePd ; death confounds them alL 

Then think not that we reptiles fhaie 

Such cates, fuch elegance of fare $ 

The only true anct real good 

Of man was never vermin's §x)d : 15* 

'Tis feated in th* immortal mind ; 

Virtue dldinguifhes mankind. 

And that (as yet ne'er harbour'd here) 

Mounts with the foul we know not where. 

So, Good-man Sexton, tince the cafe 155 

Appears with fuch a dubious face. 

To neither I the caufe determine. 

For different tailes pleafe different vermin.'* 



BND OF THE SSCOND FART. 



O 2 AYE 



196 GAY'S POEMS. 

AYE AND NO. 

A FABLER 

TN Fable all things hold difcourfe; 

•^ Then Words, no doubt, muft talk of courfc. 

Once on a time, near Cannon-row, 
Two hoftile adverbs. Aye and No, 
Were hadening to the field of fight, 5 

And front to front flood oppofitc j 
Before each general join'd the van. 
Aye,, the more courteous kniglu, began. 

" Stop, peevifh Particle ! beware ! ^ 

I 'm told you arc cot fuch a bear, 10 > 

But fomctimes yield when offer'd fair. J 

Suffer yon' folks a while to tattle 1 
'Tis we who miift decide tlie battle. 
Whene'er we war on yonder Aage, 
With various fate and equal rage, ^15 

The nation trembles at each blow 
That No gives Aye, and Aye gives Noj 
Yet, in expenfive long contention, 
We gain nor office, grant, or penfion. 
Why then (hould kinsfolks quarrel thus ? to 

(Foi- two of you make one of us.) 

^ Taken from the Mifcellanies publiihed by Dr. 
^wift and Mr. Pope. I 
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To fome wife ilatefman let us go» 

Where each his proper ufe may know : 

He may admit two fuch commanders. 

And make thofe wait who ferv'd in Flanders. 15 

Let 's quarter on a great man*$ tongue, 

A treafury lord, not Maifter Young. 

Obfequious at his high command. 

Aye ihall march forth to tax the land ; 

Impeachments No can be ft refift, 30 

And Aye fupport the Civil lift : 

Aye, quick as Csefar, wins the day. 

And No, like Fabius, by delay. 

Sometimes in mutual fly difguifc, 

Let Aye*s feem No*8, and No*s feem Aye's j 35 

Aye's be in courts denials meant. 

And No's in biihops give confent." 

Thus Aye propos'd — and, for reply. 
No, for the firft time, anfwer'd Aye. 
They paned with a thoufand kiifes, 4« 

And 6ght e'er (ince for pay, like SwifTes. 
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DUKE UPON DUKE*: 
AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD. 

TO THE TUNE OF^ CHEVY-CHACE. 

'TPO lordlmgs proud I tunc my lay, 
-*■ Who fcaft in bower or hall : 
Though dukes they be, to dukes I fay. 
That pride will have a falU 

Now that this fame it is right footh» 

Full plainly doth appear. 
From what befel John duke of Gaife *,. 

And Njc of Lancaftere f. 

When Richard Coeur-de-Lion reign'd,, 

(Which means a lion's heart) 
Like him his barons rag'd and roar'd; 

Each play*d a lion's part. 

A word and blow was then enough : 

Such honour did them prick. 
If you but turn'd your check, a cufF; 

And, if your a — fe, a kick. 

* This humourous Ballad is afcribed to Mr. Gay on 
coDJefture only. It is among the Mifcellanies pub- 
liihed by Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope ; is there marked as 
not the Dean's ; and has never been confidered as Mr. 
Pope's. N. 

f Sir John Guife. N. 

J Nicholas Lord Lechmerc, Chancellor of the 
Dutchy of Lancafler., N. 

5 Look 
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Look in their face, they twcak'd your nofc^ 

At every turn fell to 't j 
Come near, they trod upon your toes j 

They fought from head to foot. 

Of thefe the duke of Lancaftere 

Stood paramount in pride j 
He kick'd and cufPd, and tweaked and troA 

His foes, and friends befide. 
Finn on his front his beaver fate j 

So broad, it hid his chin f 
For why ? he deem'd no man his mate,. 

And fear'd to tan his ikin. 

With Spanifh wool be dy'd his cheek,, 

With elTcnce oiPd his hair j 
No vixen civet-cat fo fweet. 

Nor could fo fcratch and tear. 

Right tall he made himfelf to Ihow^ 

Though made full Ihort by God : 
Aftd, when all other dukes did bow^ 

This duke did only nod. 

Yet courteous, blithe, and debonnair^ 

To Guifc's duke was he : 
Was ever fuch a loving pair ? 

How could they difa^ree ? 

Oh, thus it was : he lov'd him dear. 

And caft how to requite him ; 
And, having no friend left but this. 

He deemed it meet to fight him. 

O 4 Forth-^ 
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Forthwith he drcnch'd his dcfpcrate quitl^ 

And thus he did indite : 
*< This eve at whift ourfclf will play, 

" Sir Duke ! be here to-night.** 
** Ah no 1 ah no !*' the guileless Guifr 

Demurely did reply ; 
« I cannot go, nor yet can ftand, 

<« So fore the gout have I." 
The duke in wrath call'd for his ftcedi ^ 

And fiercely drove them on ; 
Lord ! lord ! how rattled then thy ftonei^ 

O kingly Kenfington * ! 
AH in a trice he rulh*d on Guife, 

Thruft out his lady dear ; 
He tweak'd his nofe, trod on hia toes. 

And fmote him on the ear. 
But mark, how midft of viQ:ory 

Fate plays her old dog- trick ! 
Up leap*d duke John, and knock*d him dowa^ 

And fo down fell duke Nic. 
Alas, oh Nic ! oh Nic, alas ! 

Right did th^ goflip call thee : 
As who fhould fay, alas the day 

When John of Guife ftiall maul thee f 
For on thee did he clap his chair. 

And on that chair did fit ; 
And look'd as if he meant therein 

To do — — what was not fit. 

« Lord Lechmere lived at Camden-houfe, near Kca- 
N. 

Up 
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Vp didft thou look, oh woeful duke 1 

Thy mouth yet durft not ope, 
Certes for fear of finding there 

A t — d inftead of tiope. 

** Lie there, thou caitiff vile P* quoth Guife,^ 

" t^ofieet is here to fave thee t 
•* The cafement it is fliut like wife 5 

" Beneath my feet I have thee. 

•* If thou haft aught to fpeak, fpeak out," 

Then Lancaftere did cry, 
" Know'ft thou not me, nor yet thyfelf ? 

"Who thou, and who am I ? 

*• Know'ft thou not me, who (God be prais*d !) 

" Have brawPd and quarrcPd more, 
** Than all the line of Lancaftere, 

** That battled heretofore > 

•* In fenates fam'd for many a fpeech, 
" And (what fome awe muft give ye, 

" Though laid thus low beneath thy breech) 
" Still of the council privy ; 

" Still of the datcby chancellor : 

" Durante life I have it ; 
" And turn, as now thou doft on me, 

" Mine a— ^ on them that gave it.** 

But now the fervants they rufli'd in j 

And duke Nic. up Icap'd he : 
" I will not cope againft fuch odds, 

'< But, Guife I I *11 fight with thee t. 

" To-mon©w 
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** To-morrow with thee will I fight 

" Under the green-wood tree." 
** No, not to-morroWy but lo-night" 

(Qspth Guife) " 1 11 fight wkh thee"* 

And now the fun declining low 

Beflreak'd with biood the ikiei ; 
When, with his fword at faddle-bow^ 

Rode forth the valiant Guife. 

Full gently pranc'd he o*er die lawn» 

Oft' roll'd his eyes around, 
And from the ftirrup ifarctch'd to find 

Who was not to be found. 

Long brandiih'd he the blade b air. 

Long look'd the field all o'er : 
At length he fpy'd the merry-men brown» 

And eke the coach add four. 

From out the boot bold Nicholas 

Did wave his wand fo white. 
As pointing out the gloomy glade 

Wherein he meant to fight. 

All in that dreadful hour fo calm. 

Was Lancaftcre to fee. 
As if he meant to take the air, 

Or only take a ^e : 

And fo he did — for to New Court 

His rolling wheels did run : 
Uot that he fliunn'd the doubtful ftrifc ; 

But bufintfi mud be done. 

Back 
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Back io the dark, by Brompton-patky 

He tum'd up through the Gore j 
So fiiink to Camden-houfe fo high. 

An in his coach and four. 

Mean- while duke Guife did fret and fume, 

A fight it was to fee, 
BenumbVl beneath the evening dew 

Uader the green-wood tree. 

Then, wet and weary, home he far^d. 

Sore muttering all the way, 
*' The day I meet him, Nic ihall rue 

" The cudgel of that day, 

" Mean time on every pifling-pod 

*' Pifle we this recreant's name, 
" So that each pifler-by fliall read 

** And pifs againft the fame." 

Now God preferve our gracious kingr 

And grant his nobles all 
May learn this leflbn from duke Nic,. 

That pride 'will bavt a fall I 
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^*' Sunt numina amantiy 
«* Sac?it et injufta lege relifta Venus.*' 

Xmull. £leg. T. Lib. ^ 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

MEN. 

EvANDER under the name of Lycidas. 
■Cleanthes. 
Shepherds. 

WOMEN. 

DiONE under the name of Alexis. 

Parthenia. 

Caura* 

Scene, ARCADIA. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A PltttM, at tie Foot of ^ /ftep craggy Mountain* 

DIONE. LAURA, 

LAURA. 

TTTHY doft thou fly me ? Stay, unhappy fair. 

Seek not thefe horrid caverns of defpair; 
To trace thy ileps, the midnight air I bore. 
Trod the brown defert, and unfliekerM moor : 
Three times tlie lark has fung his matin lay^ 
And rofe on <iewy wing to meet the day. 
Since firil I found thee, flretch'd in penfive mood, 
Where laurels border Ladon*s iilver flood. 

DIONE. 

let my foul with grateful thanks o'erflow ! 
Tis to thy hand my daily life I owe. 
Like the weak lamb, you rais'd me from the plain. 
Too faint to bear bleak winds and beating rain^ 
Each day I fhare thy bowl and clean repaid, 
Each night thy roof defends the chilly blad. 
But vain is all thy friend(bip> vain thy care ; 
Forget a wretch abandoned to despair. 

LAURA. 

Befpair will fly thee, when thou (bak impart 
Thp fatal fecrcc that torments diy heart ; 

Difclofc 
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Bifclofe thy forrows to my faithful ear, 
inilruft thcfe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 
Love, love 's the caufe ; our forefls fpeak thy flancv 
The rocks have learnt to figh Evanclcr's nmnc. 
If faultering Oiame thy bafhful tongue reftrain. 
If thou'iiaft look'd, and blufli'd, an4 figh*d in vam; 
Say, in what grove thy lovely fheplierd (brays. 
Tell me what mountains warble with his lays j 
Thither I *11 fpecd me, and with moving arc 
Draw foft confefTions from his melting heart. 

•DIG KB. 

Thy generous care has touch'd my fecret woe. 
Love bids thefe fcalding tears incefTant flow. 
Ill-fated love ! -O fa)', yc fylvan maids, 
Who range wide forefts and fequefter'd ihadest 
Say where £vander bled, point out the ground 
'That yet is purple with the favage wound. 
Yonder he lies ; I hear the bird of prey ; 
High o'er thofe cliffs the raven wings his way ; 
Hark how he croaks I he fcents the murder near. 

may no greedy beak liis vifage tear ! 

Shield him, ye Cupids ; fbrip the Papliian grove* 
And ftrow unfading myrtle o'er my love ! 
jDown, heaving heart. 

LAURA. 

— The mournful tale difciofe. 

DIONB. 

Let not my tears intrude on thy repofe. 
Tet if thyfriendihip flill the caufe rcqueft $ 

1 '11 fpeak, though^forrow rend my ial)Ouriog breaft. 

36 Know 
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Knowtlieo, fair fliepherdcfsy no honeft fwada 

Taught me die duties of the peaceful plain ; 

Unus'd to fweet cdntent« no flocks I keep. 

Nor browzing goau that overhang the ileep. 

fiorn where OrchomeDOS* proud turrets (hinc, 

I trace mj birth from long illuftrious line, 

Why was I train'd amidft Arcadia's coun > 

Love ever revels in that ga jr refoit* 

Whene'er £vander pa(l> my fmitten heart 

Heav*d frequent iighs, and felt unufual fmart. 

Ah I hadfl thou feen with what fweet grace he mov'd I 

Yet why that wiih ? for Laura then had lov'd. 

LAURA. 

Biihnft me not ; thy fecret wrongs impart. 

DIONB. 

Foi^ve the fillies of a breaking heart. 

Kvandcr's fighs his mutual ilame confeft. 

The gromng palfion laboured in his breail ; 

To me he came ; my heart with rapture fprungy 

To fee the blulhes, when his faultering tongue 

Firfl faidy I love. My eyes confent reveal* 

And plighted vows our faithful pallion feal : 

Where 's now the lovely youth ; he 's lofty he's flain, 

Ana the pale cori'e lies breatlilefs on the plain 1 

LAURA. 

Are thus the hopes of conftant lovers paid } 
if thus — ^ye Powcrsi from love defend the maid I 
Vol. II. P OIOKE. 
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DIONE. 

Kow bare t>ji«1rc mornings Svarm'd the purple ealft. 
Since my dear tnmter louz'd thetuiky beaft ; 
Swift flew the foaming monfter through the wood. 
Swift as the wind» his eager fleps purfued : 
*Twas then the fxn^ tomM ; dien fell the youth. 
And his dear blood dtftain'd the -barbarous tooth. 

LAURA. 

Was there none near ? no ready fuccour found > 
Nor healing herb to ftaunch the ipouting wound? 

DIONE. . 
In rain through pothlefs woods the hunters cr^. 
And fought with anxious eye their ^mafter loft j 
In Tain thdr imiuent hollows etcho*d fhrill. 
And his lov'd name was fent from hill to hill ; 
Evander hears you not. He *$ loft, he 's flain. 
And the pale corfe lies ^reathlefs on the plaio^ 

IrAURA. 

Has yet no clown (who, wandering from the way^ 
Beats every bu(h to raife the lamb aibray) 
Obfcrv'd die fetal fpot > 

DIONE. 

— O, if ycpafs 
Where purple murder dyes the withcr'd grafs. 
With pious finger gently clofe his eyes. 
And let his grave with decent verdure life. [Wteps, 

LAURA. 

Behold the turtle who has loft her mate ; 
Awhile with drooping wing ihe mourns liis fate ; 

Sullej]f 
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^Hen, awliile fhe feeks.the darkefl; gro?e. 
And cooing meditates the murder'd dove ; 
But time the rueful image wears away. 
Again (he 's daear'd, again (he fiseks the day. 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine, - 

"DIONE. 

Yetfurefdme turtle's love^has equaVd mine, 
Who, when the hawk has fnatch'd her .mate away. 
Hath never known the glad return of day. 
When my fond father faw my faded eye, 
And orf-my livid cheek the rofes die ; 
When catching fighs my wafted bofom mov'd. 
My lo<iks, my fighs, confirmed him that I lov'd. 
He knew not that Evander was my flame, 
Evander dead ! my pailion llill the fame ! 
He came, he threaten'd ; with paternal fway, 
Cleanthes nam*d, and fix'd the nuptial day : 

cruel kindnefs ! too feverely preft ! 

1 fcorn his honours, and his wealth deteft. 

LAUItA. 

' How vain is force ! Love ne'er can be coropcird. 

DIONE. 

Though boundmy duty, yet my heart rcbeU'd. 
One night, when deep had hufli'd all bufy fpies, 
And the pale moon had jdurney'd half the fkics, 
Softly I rofe and dfeft'd ; with filent tread, 
l^nbarr'd the gatesy'and to thefc mountains fled. 
Here let me footh tbe melancholy hours ! 
Ciofe- me, ye woods, within your twilight bowers I 
* ^ P z Where 
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Where my calm foul may fettled forrow kaov^ 
And no Cleanthes interrupt my woe 
With imponuning love •— 

IM^Umcholjf mtific is h$ard at a i^mui* 
On yonder plain 
Advances flow a melancholy traia; 
Black cyprefs boughs th»r drooping heads adorn. 

LAURA. 

Alas ! Menalcas to his grave is borne. 
Behold the victim of Parthenia's pride I 
He faw, he figh'd, he lov'd, was fconi*d» and dy*d. 

DIONE. 

Where dwells this beauteous tyrant of the plains ? 
Where may I fee her ? 

LAURA. 

— Aflc the fighing fwains. 
They heft can fpeak the conqucfts of her eyes; 
Whoever fees her^ loves ; who loves her, dies. 

DIONE. 

Perhaps untimely fate her flame hath crofs'd. 
And (he, like me, hath her Evander lo(L 
How my foul pities her ! 

LAURA. 

— If pity move 
Your generous bofom, pity thofe who love. 
There late arrived among our fylvan race 
A ftraiiger ihepherd, who with lonely pace 
Vifits thofe mountain-pines at dawn of day, 
Where oft' Partlicnia takes her early way % 

Tf 
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To r6Uze die cbaces mad with his amorous pain» 

He (lops and raves ; then fuUen walks again. 

Parthenia's name is borne by paiTing gales* 

And talking hills repeat it to the dales. 

Come, let us from this vale of forrow go. 

Nor let the mournful fcene prolong thy woe* lExeunt. 

SCENE II.* 

Sbtpbgrds and Sbipberdips (crowntdnnitb garlandi tf 
ijfprefs andyew) bearing tbe boify of MemloiS. 

I SHEPHERD. 

Here gently reft the corfe — With fauhering breath 
Thus fpake Menalcas on the verge of death. 
" Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend ; 
'* SeCf where yon hills with craggy brows afcend^ 
" Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
** There firft I faw her, there began my woes. 
** When I am cold^ may there this clay be laid ! 
** There often ftrays the dear, the cruel maid; 
" There as ihe walks, perhaps you '11 hear her fay, 
** (While a kind guihing tear ihall force its way) 
^ How could my ftubborn heart relentlefs prove ? 
" Ah, poor Menalcas — all thy fault was love V* 

X SHEPHERD. 
When pitying lions o'er a carcafe groan. 
And hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan $ 

* This and the following fcene are formed upon the 
novel of Marcella in Don Quixote. . 

p 3 '\ir\t^ 
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When die lean wolf laments the mangled iheep^ 
Then diall Paithenit o'er Menalcas weep. 

1 SHEPHEllD. 
When famiih'd panthers feek their morning foqd,^ 
And monflers roar along the defert wood ; 
When hiiEog vipers ruftle through the hrake» 
Or in the path-Way rears the fpeckled fnake ; 
The wary Twain th' approaching peril fpics« 
And through fome difbint r&ftd fecordly flies. 
Fly then; ye fwains, firon^ heauty'9>furer wounds. 
Such was the fate our poor Menalcas found 1 

a SHEFHERIl^. 

What ihephord does not mourn MenjJcas (lain ^ 
Xiird by a barbarous woman's proud diUdaio I 
Whoe'er attempts to bend her fcornful mindp 
Cries to the deferts, and purfues the wind. 

X SHEPHERD. 

With every grace Menalcas was'endow'd. 

His merits dazzled all the fylvan croud. 

If you would know his pipe's melodious found, 

Aik tU the echoes of thefe hills around. 

For they have learnt his ftrains ; who fhall rehearie 

The ftrength, the cadence of his tuneful verfe ? 

Go, read, thofe lofty poplars ; tliere you *11 find 

Some tender fonnet grow on every rind, 

a SHEPHERD. 

Yet what avails his Ikill ? Panhenia flies. 
Can merit hope fuccefs in woman's eyes ? 

7 I jiHlf- 
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1 8|I£PHBltO. 
Why was Parthcnia form'd of foftcft mpul^.? 
Why dofes her heart fuch lavage nanire holi ? 
ye kind gods ! or all her charms efface. 
Or tame herhearc—^icrYpaffe'fee ftephcrd race. 

As fade thc-flowcfrs v^Wch on the gruv^ I' cad j 
So may Partheniifs indent beauty wafte I 

I SHEPHERD. ... 
What woman ever counts the fleeting years, , 
Or fees the wrinkle which her forehead wears ? 
Thinking her featuret^nfever HM decay. 
This fwain fte fcoms^ from that ihe turns away. 
But know, as when tlie to{c her bud uufolds; 
Awhile each bread the (hort-liv'd fragrance holds 5 
When the dry ftalk lets drop her ihriverd pride^ 
The lovely -ruHif 's ever thrown aiide. 
SoihallParth^iria-be. 

1 SHEPHERD. 

— See, Ihc appears, 
To boafl her fp^ls, and triumph in our tears. 



SCENE- 
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MEN. 

•EvANDER under the name of Lyciuas. 

■Cleanthes. 
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Scene, ARCADIA. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A Plahf, at tie Foot of <i fttep craggy Uomkauu 

DIONK LAURA. 

LAURA. 

TTTH Y doft thou fly me ? Stay, unhappy fair, 
^ ~ Seek not thefe horrid caverns of defpairs 
To trace thy ileps, the midnight air I bore. 
Trod the brown defert, and unihelter*d moor : 
Three times die lark has fung his matin lay. 
And rofe on dewy wing to meet the day, 
Since firft I found thee, ftretch'd in penfive mo©d. 
Where laurels border Ladon*s filver flood. 

DIONB. 

O let my foul with grateful thanks o'erflow ! 
'Tis to thy hand my daily life I owe. 
Like the weak lamb, you rais'd me from the plain. 
Too faint to bear bleak winds and beating rain ^ 
Each day I fhare thy bowl and clean repafl:. 
Each night thy roof defends the chilly blaft. 
But vain is all thy friendihip, vain thy care ; 
Forget a wretch abandon'd to defpair. 

LAURA. 

Defpair will fly thee, when thou flialt impart 
Thp fatal fecr^t that torments thy heart ; 

Difclofc 
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SCENE III. 
PartbciUA afpittrsfwm tUmtmtam. 

PARTKimA. SaEPBSKD). 
I SHBPU&Jip. 

Why tliid way doft thou tura thy hMttful cyesi 
Pernicious B^liik I ho 1 thcie he lies > 
There lies the youdi thy curfed beauty ilewj 
See» at, thy prefence» how he bleeds anew ! 
Look down, enjoy thy murder. 

PARTHBJIIA* 

— Spare my< fame I 

I come to clear a virgin's injur'd mMOM* 
If L'm a Bafiliiky the danger fly« 
Shun the fwift glances of my veooni'd e3re : 
If I 'm a murderer, why approach ye near. 
And to the dagger lay your bofom bare f 

I SHEPHERD* 

What heart is proof againft that face divine } 
Love is not in our power. 

PARTHENIA. 

— Is love in mine } 
If e'er I trifled with a flicpherd's pain, 

Or with falfc hope his paflion ftrovc to gain i 
Then might you juftly curfe my favage mind, 
Then miglit you rank me wich the fcrpent kind : 

But 
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But J ne'er trifled with si ihepherd's pain. 
Nor with falfe hope his paflion drove to gain ; 
Tis to his raih purfuit he owes his fatej 
I was nor cruel) he was obflinate. 

X SHBFRBRD. 

Hear this, ye figlung ihepherds, and deffttir. 
Unhappy Lycidas, thy hour is near I 
Since die fame barborotts hand hath iign'd thy doonr. 
We 11 lay thee in our lov*4 Menalcas' tomb. 

FAHTHBNIA. 

Wliy will Intruding man- my peace deftroy ^ 
Let me content and folitude enjoy ; 
Free was I bom ; my ficcdom to maintain. 
Early I fought the unambitious plain. 
Moft women's weak refolves, like reeds, will ply. 
Shake with each breath, and bend with every iigh ] 
Mine, like an oak, whofe 6rm roots deep defcend. 
Nor breath of love can fhake, nor iigh can bend. 
If ye unhappy Lycidas would fave | 
Go feek him, lead him to Menalcas' graves 
Forbid his eyes with flowing grief to rain. 
Like him Menalcas wept, but wept in vain ; 
Bid him his heart-confuming.groans give o'er : 
Tell him, I heard fuch piercing groans before, 
And heard unmov'd. O Lycidas, be wift, 
Prevent thy fate. -* Lo ! there Menalcas lies. 

X SHEPHERD. 

Now \\\ the melancholy rices are paid. 
And o*er his grave the weeping marble laid $ 

Let 's 
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DIONB. 

DldO: thou not hear his (ighs and fuppliant tone ? 
IXdft thou not heir the pitying mountain groan ? 
Didft thou not fee him bend his fuppliant knee ? 
Thus in my happy days he knelt to me^ 
And pour'd forth a]l his foul I See how he ibainSf 
And leflens to the fight oV yonder plains, 
*To keep the fair in view ! Run^ virgin, run. 
Hear not his tows j I heard, and was undone ! 

LAURA. 

Let not imagmary terrors fright* 
Some dark deluiion fwims before thy fight* 
I faw Panhenia from the mountain's brow. 
And Lycidas with piofbate duty bow; 
Swift, as the falcon's wing, I faw her fly. 
And heard the cavern to his groans reply. 
Whyibream thy tears for forrows not thy own > 

0IONE. 

Oh t where are honour, faith, and jufiice flown ? 
Perjur'd Evander I 

LAURA. 

— Death has laid him low. 
Touch not the mournful (bring that wakes thy woe. 

DIONE. 
That amorous fwain, whom Lycidas yo\rname, 
(Whofe faichkfs lx)fom feels another flame) 
Is my once kind Evander — yes — 'twas he. 
He lives — but lives, alas ! no more for me. 

^ LAURA. 
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LAURA* 

Let BOt thy frantic wojrds confefs defpair* 

DIOMB. 
Whaty know I not his voice, his mienj his air ? 
YeSf I that treacherous roice with joy beliey'd, 
That voice, that mien, that air, my (oul deceived. 
If my dear iheplierd love the lawns and glades. 
With him I '11 range the lawns, and feek the (hades^ 
With him through folitary defens rove. 
But could he leave me for another love ? 
O bafe ingratitude I 

LAURA. 

— Sufpend thy grief. 
And let my ^endly counfel hring relief 
To thy defponding foul. Panhenia's ear 
Is barr'd for ever to the lover's prayer; 
Erander courts difclain, he follows fconi, 
And in the pailing winds liis vows are borne. 
Soon will he find that all in vain he fbrove 
To tame her bofom ; then his former love 
Shall wake his foul $ then will he fighing blame 
His heart inconAant, and liis perjur'd flame : 
Then ihall lie at Dione's feet implore, 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more« 

DIONB. 

Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 
Forbidding fpeech, coy looks, and cold difdain. 
To raife his pailion. Such are female arts, 
To hold in fafer fnares inconfbmt hearts ! 

LAURA. 
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ACT n. 

SCENE I. 

Lyudas fying on the grave of Menalcas. 

LTCIDAS. 

TXTHEN ihall thefe fcalding fountains ceafe to flow^ 
^ ^ How long will life fuftain this load of woe } 
Why glows the mom? Rott back» thou fourcc of light. 
And feed my foirrows with eternal night. 
Come, fable Death! give, give the Welcome flroke; 
The raven calls thee from yon' blafted oak. 
What {Mous care my gfaaftftil lid ihall clofe } 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compofe ? 
O happy ihepherd, free frooi anxious pains. 
Who now art wandering in the (ighing plains 
Of bleft Elyiiiun ; where in myrtle groves 
Enamour'd ghofts bemoan their former loves. 
Open, thou filent grave ; for lo ! 1 come 
To meet Menalcas in the fragrant gloom ; 
There ihall my bofooa burn with friend (hip's flame, ' 
The fame our pa^on, and our fite the lame ; 
There, like two nightingales on neighbouring boughs, 
Alternate ilrains' ihall mourn our fruflrate vows. 
But if cold death ihould clofe Parthenia's eye, 
And fli99uld licr beauteous form come gliding by ; 
Friendihip would foon in jealous fear be loft, 
And kindling hate purfue thy rival ghoiL 

SCENE 
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SCENE ir. 
LrciDASy DiONE ma Sbgpbtrds MMU 

LYCI9A6. 

Hah ! who comes here ? turn hence, be timeh'' wife 5 

Truft not thy fafety to Panhema's eyes. 

As from the bearing falcon flies the dove, 

So, wingM with fear, Paithenja flies from love;, 

DIONB. 

If in thefe vales the fatal beauty ftray, 
From the oold marble rife ; let *s hafte avvay^ 
Why lie you panting, like tlie fmitten deer ? 
Truft not tlie dangers which you bid me fear. 

LYCIDAS. 

Bid the lur'd lark, whom tangling nets furprisse. 
On foaring piaion rove the fpacious fkies ; 
Bid the cag'd litinet range the leafy grove ; 
Then bid my captive heart get loofe from love. 
The fnares of death arc o'er me. Hence ! beware; 
Left you fliould fee her, and like mc dcfpair. 

DIONE. 

No. Let her come; and fcek this vale's recefsy. 
In all the beauteous negligence of drefs; 
Though Cupid fend a fhaft in every glance, 
Though all the Graces in her ftep advance. 
My heart can ftand it alL Be firm, my breaft; 
Th' cnfnaring oath, the broken vow dcteft : 
Vol. IL a That 
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That flame, which other charms have power to mon, 
O give it not the facred name of love ! 
'Tb perjury, fraud, and meditated lyes. 
Love 's fcatcd in the foul, and never die». 
What then avail her charms ? My conftant heart 
Shall gazt fecurc, and mock a fccond dart. 

LYCYDAS. 

But you perhaps a happier fate have found. 

And the fame hand that gave, now heals the wound. 

Or art thou left abandoned and forlorn, 

A wretch, like me, the fport of pride and fcorn ? 

DIONE. 

O tell me, (hepherd, hath thy faithlefs maid, 
Falfe to her vow, thy flattered hope betrayM ? 
Did her fmooth fpcech engage thee to believe ? 
Did flic protcft and fwear, and then deceive? 
Such are the pangs I feel I 

LYCIDAS. 

— The haughty fair 
Contemns my fuffcrings,' and difdains to hear. 
Let meaner Beauties, learn'd in female foarcs. 
Entice the fwain with half-confenting airs ; 
Such vulgar arts ne'er aid her conquering eyes. 
And yet, wheree'er Ihe turns, a lover figh«* 
Vain is the fteady conftancy you boaft ; 
All other love at fight of her is loft. 

DIONE. 

True conftancy no time, no power, can move. 
He that hath known to change, ne'er knew to love. 

Thouf^ 
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Though the dear author of my haplefs flame 
Purfue another ; ftill my hc«rt 's the fame. 
Am I for ever left ? (cxcufe thefc tears) 
.May your kind friend fhip foften all my cafc^I 

LYCIDAS. 

What comfort can a wretch, like me, beflow r 

DIONE. 

He bcft'can pity who hath felt the woe. 

LYCIDAS, 

Since different obje£ls have our fouls poflcft. 
No rival fears our friendfhip (hall molcfl, 

DION^E. 

Come, let us leave the Ihadc of thefe brown hills. 
And drive our flocks bcfide the dreaming rills. 
Should the fair tyrant to thefe vales return, 
How would thy breaft with double fury burn I 
Go hence, and feek thy peace. 



SCENE III. 
I^YCiDAS, DiONE, Laura. 

LAURA. 

— Fly, fty this place j 
Beware of love ; the proudeft of Iwr race 
This way approaches : from among the pines, 
Where from the llcep the winding path declines, 
1 fi»w the nymph defcend. 

Q^a LYCIDA». 



2»n G A Y'S PO£ M S. 

LYCIUAS. 

—She comes, Ihe conies ; 
From her the pafling Zeplwrs fteal'pet funics^ 
As from the violet's baak with odours fweet 
Breathes every gale ; fpring blooms beneath- her feet* 
Yes, 'tis my faireft 5 hwe (he *s wont to rove. 

LAURA. 

Say, by what figns I might have known thy Lov« f 

LYCIDA8. 

My Love is fairer than the fnowy brcaft 

Of the tall fwan, whofe proudly fwelling cheft 

Divides the wave ; her trefics, loofe behind, 

Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind ; 

The riling blufiies, which her cheek o'erfprcad. 

Arc opening rofes in the lily's bed. 

Know'ft tliou Parthenia ? 

LAURA. 

— Wretched is the fla\'c 
Who ferves fuch pride ! Behold Menalcas* grave ? 
Yet if Alexis and tlris iighing fwain 
Willi to behold the Tyrant of the plain. 
Let us behind thefe myrtles twining arms 
Retire unfecn ; from thence furvey her charms. 
Wild as the chaunting chrufh upon tJie fpray. 
At man's approach, (he fwiftly flics away. 
Like the young hare, I 've feen the panting maid 
S:op, liften, run ; of every wind ;^fraid. 

LTCIDASt 
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And wilt tlwm D€Ver from thy vows depart ? 
Shepherd, beware*— now fortify thy heart. ITo Dion*. 
[Lycidas, Dione, ^n4 Laura, retire behind the boaghs. 



SCENE IV. 
Parthenia, Lycidas, Dione, Laura. 

^ARTHENfA. 

This ifielantboly fccnc demamls a groan. 

Hah ! what infcription marks the wee'ping ft one ? 

** O power of beauty ! here Menalcas lies. 

*•' Gaze not, ye ihcpherds, on Parthenia's eyes." 

Why did Heaven form mc with fuch poliftiM care ? 

Why cafl my features in a mould fo fair ? 

If blooming beauty was a bleiling meant, 

Why arc my fighing hours deny'd content ? 

The downy .peach, that glows with funny dyes. 

Feeds the black fiiail, and lures voracious flies i 

The juicy pear invites the feather'd kind. 

And pecking finclics fcoop the golden rind^ 

Bat beauty fufFers more pernicious wrongs, 

lilaftcd by envy, and cenforious tongues. ' 

ilow happy lives the nymph whofe comely face 

And pleafing glances boaft fufficient grace 

To wound the fwain (lie loves ! No jealous fears 

Shall vex her nuptial ftatc with nightly tears ; 

Nor amorous youths, to pufh their foul preteoce, 

Infed her days with dull impertinence. 

qJ But 
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But why talk I of lov* ? My guarded heart 
Difowns his power, and tunis aiide the ckrt* 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Menalcas cries* 
'** Oa2e not, ye (hepherds, on Parthenia's eyes.** 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful? 1^ perufe. 
Left thou, like him, Parthenia's eyes accufe. 
{^SbeJIands in a melancboly pofiurty looking oh the tomh. 

LYCIDA^. 

Caird file not Lycidas ? — I come, my fair ; 
See generous pity melts into a tear. 
And her heart foftens. Now *s the tender houri 
Aflifl me. Love I exert thy fovereign power 
To tame the fcornful maid. 

DI0N1E. 
— Rafli Twain, ht wife : 
'Tis not from thee or him j from Love (he flies. 
Leave her, forget her. V^O ^^^ Lycidas. 

LAUllA. 

' — Why this furious haftc ? 

LYCIDAS. 

"Unhand me j loofe me. 

-DIONE. 

—Sifter, hold him ftft. 
To follow her, is, to prolong defpair. 
Shepherd, you muft not go* 

LYCIDAS. 

— Bold youth, forl)tar. 
Heartne, Parthcnia. 

PARTHENiA. 
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PARTHENIA. 

^From behind the fhade 
Methougbt a voice fome liftening fpy bctray'd. 
Yes, I *iii obfervVl. ISbe rufu ouU 

LYCIDAS. 

—Stay, nymph} thy flight fufpcnd. 
She hears me not — when will my forrows end I 
As over-fpent with toil, my heaving breaft 
Bears quick. 'Tis death alone can give me reft. 

[He remains in afixt melancbclji. 



SCENE V. 
Lycidas, Dxon£, Lauha. 

LAURA. 

Recall thy fcatter'd fenfe, bid reafon wake, 
Subdue thy pafTion. 

Li'ClDAS. 

—Shall J never fpeak ? 
She's gone, fhc^s gone — K.ind (hcphcrd, let mt reft 
My tveubled head upon thy friendly bread. 
The forcft fcems to move — O curfed ilate I 
I doom'd to love, and (he condemned to hfltcJ 
Tell roe, Alexis, art thou (liil the fame ? 
Did not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
Of thy firft love ? did not thy fluttering hearty 
Wheae'er (he rzWd her look, confefs the dart I 

€^4 »iofi. 
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DIONS. 

1 own, the nyittph is faired of her race. 
Yet I unmoved can on this beauty gaze, 
^lindful of former promife j all that's dear. 
My thoughts, my dreams, my every wi(h is there. 
Since then our hopes arc loft ; let fricndihfip's tyc 
. Calm our diftrefs, and flighted love fupply ; 
Let us togctHer drive otrr fleecy fk)re. 
And of vngrateful woman think no more. 

iYCIDAS. 

'Tis death alone can raife hftr from my breaft. 



Why Ihines thy love fo far above the reft ? 

l^ature, 'tis true, in every outward grace. 

Her niceft hand employed j her lovely face 

With beauteous feature ftampt ; with rofy dyes 

Warm'd her fair cheek; with lightning arm'd her eyes: 

But, if thou fearch the fecrets of her'mind. 

Where (hall thy cheated foul a vinue find ? 

Sure hell \yith cruelty her breaft fupj^y'd s 

How did ftie glory when Menalcas dy*d ! 

Pride in her bofom reigns ; Ihe 's falfe, ihe 's vnsi i 

She firft entices, then iAfults the fwain. 

Shall female cunning lead tliy heart aftray ? 

Shepherd, be free i and {corn for fcorn repay. 

LYCIDAS. 

How woman talks of woman f 

filOKI; 
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DIONE. 

— Hence depart*; 
Xet a long abfcnce cure thy love-fick heart. 
To fome far grove retire, lier (ight difclaim. 
Nor with her charms awak« the dying flame. 
Let not an hour thy happy flight fufpeml ; 
But go nor, Lycidas, without thy friend. 
Together let us feek the chearful plains, 
And lead the dance among the fportive-fwains. 
Devoid of care. 

LAURA. 

—Or elfe the groves difdain, 
Nor with the fylvan walk indulge thy pain. 
Hj^c to tlie town j there (I have oft* been tokl) 
The courtly nymph her treffcs binds with gold, 
To captivate the youths j the youths appear 
In fine array j in ringlets waves their hair 
Kich with ambrofial fcents, the fair to move. 
And all the bufinefs of the day is love. 
There from the gau<ly train feleft a dame. 
Her willing glance £hall catch an equal flame. 

LyCIDAS. 

Name not the Court.— Tlie thought my foul confoundsf 
And with Dione's wrongs my bofom wounds. 
Heaven juftly vindicates the faithful raaidj 
And^now are all my broken vows repaid. 
Perhaps Ae now laments my fancy 'd death 
With tcirs unfeign'd j and thinks my gafj;iing breath 
% Si^h'd 
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Sigh'd forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid! 
Yes. I^ond innocence and truth betray 'd. L4fi^* 
Dione and Laura apari;, 

DIONE. 

Hark ! howTefle6Hon wakes his confcious hean. 
From my pale lids the trickling forrows ftart. 
How ihall my breaft the fwelling fighs^confine-! 

LAURA. 

O fmoofli thy brow, conceal our juft de(5gn.^ 
Be yet awhile unknown. If grief arifc, 
And force a palTage through thy guihing eyes, 
<^ickly retire, thy forrows to compofe ; 
Or with a look fercne difguife thy wt)ts. 

[Dione isgbwg-out Laura <ivalks at a^Jlanu, 

LYCIDAS. 

Canfl thou, Alexis, leave me thus diflrefl ? 
Where *s now the boafted friendfliip of thy breaft ? 
Haft thou not oft* furvey*d the dappled deer 
In focial herds o'erfpread the paftures fair? 
When openiog hounds the warmer fcent purfuc. 
And force the deftin'd viftim from the crew, 
Oft* he returns, and fain would join the band. 
While all their horns the panting wretch witliftand. 
Such is thy friendfliip ; thus might I confide. 

DIONS. 

Why wilt thou cenfure what thou ne*er haft^y'd^ 
Sooner (hall fwallows leave their callow brood. 
Who with their plaintive chirpings cry for foodj 

^ Sonner 



.DION fi. *jj 

Scx>Der fliaH hens expofe their infant care> 
When the fpread kite fails wheeling in the air; 
Than I forfake thee when by danger preft. 
Wrong not by jealous fears a faithful brcaft. 

LYCIDAS. 

If thy fair-fpoken tongue thy bofom fhows. 
There let the fccrets of my foul repofe. 

DIONE. 

Far be-fufpicion ; in my truth confide. 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide'! 

LYCIDAS. 

Know then, Alexis, that in vain I drove 
To break her chain, and free my foul from love; 
On the lim'd twig thus finches beat their wings, 
Still more enfiangled in the clammy firings. 
The How-pac'd days have witnefsM my dcfpair, 
-Upon my weary couch fits wakeful care ; 
Down my flulh'd che<ik the flowing forrows run. 
As dews defcend to weep the abfcnt fuii, 
O loft Parthenia ! 

DIONE, 

— Thefe wild thoughts fufpcnd; 
And inthy kind^commands infiru£t thy friend. 

LYCIDAS. 

Whene'er my faultering tongue would urge my caufci 
Deaf is her ear, and fuUen (he withdraws. 
<}o then, Alexis ; feek the fcoroful maid, 
in tender eloquence my fufferings plead ; 

Of 



2^ G A Y'» P O EM S. 

Of flighted panioQ you the pangs have known s 
O judge my feeret anguiA by your own I 

DIONE. 

Had I the Dcill inconftant hearts to move, 
lC[y longing foul had never loft my Love. 
My feeble tongue, in thefe fbft arts untfy'd. 
Can ill fupport the thvAder of her pride s 
When he ihall bid me to thy bower repair, 
How Ihall my trembling lips her threats declare ! 
How (hall I tell thee that fhe could behold. 
With brow ferene, thy corfe all pale and cold 
♦Beat on the dafhing billow? Should'ft thou go 
Where the tall hill o'crhangs the rocks below, 
"Near thee the tyrant could up pitying fland, 
Kor call thee back, nor ftretch afaving hand, 
'Wilt thou then ftill pcrfift to tempt thy fate, 
'To feed her pride, and gratify her hate ? 

LYCIDAS. 

ICnow, unexperienc'd youth, that woman's mind 
Oft' (hifts her pailions, like th' inconftant wind ; 
Sudden (he rages, like ihe troubled main, 
^ow (inks the ftonn, atrd all is calm again. 
Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart, 
And the fofc tale fhall glide into her heart. 

DIONE. 

No. Let her wander in the lonely grove. 
And never heat the tender voice of Ixarve. 
Let her awhile, neglected by the fwain, 
rPafs by, nor fight tooicft the chhirful plain s 

Thiis 
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Thus (hall the fury of her pride be laid r 
Thus humble into love the haughty laaid. 

I.TCIDA8« 

Vain arc attempts my paflion to control. 
Is this the balm to cure my fainting foul ? 

DIONE. 

Deep then among the green-wood fhades I '11 rove. 
And feck with weary'd pace thy wander'd Love j * 
Proftrate I *ll fall, and with inceflant prayers 
Hang on her knees, and bathe her feet with tears* 
If fighs 6f pity can her ear incline, 
(O Lycidas, my life is wrapt in thine !) lAJtJi^. 

I '11 charge her from thy voice to hear the talc, 
Thy voice more fweet than notes along the vale 
Brcath'd from the warbling pipe : the moving flrain 
Shall flay her flight, and conquer her difdain. 
Yet if fhc hear} fliould Love the meffage fpeed. 
Then dies all hope j — ^then muft Dione bleed. lAJttit* 

LYCIDAS. 

Hafte then, dear faithful fwain. Beneath thofe yews, 
Whofc fable arms the browned Ihado diffufe, 
Where all around, to Ihun the fervent Iky, 
The panting flocks in ferny thickets lie ; 
There with impatience (hall I wait my friend, 
O'er the wide profpe6t frequent glances fend 
To fpy thy wiih'd return. As thou (halt find. 
A tender welcome, reay thy tove be kind ! 

lExit Lycidas^ 

* SCENE 
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SCENE Vl. 
PioNE, Laura. 

DIONS.. 

Methinks I 'm now furrounded by defpair, 
And all my withering hopes are loil in air. 
Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 
Hears through long. woods autumnal teropefU .blow»- 
With hollow blads the claihing branches bend ; 
And yellow fliowcrs of ruftling leaves defcc^d ; 
Shfrfecs the friendly ihelter from her fly, 
Kor dare her little pinions tru^ the iky \^ 
But on the naked fpray ^n wintcry air^ 
All ihiveringy hopelefs, maurns the dying year. 
What have I promis'd ? raib, unthinking maid ! - 
By thy own tong\Ae thy wilhes are betray 'd J 

[Laura advfitfcv^ 

LAURA. 

Why walk'fl thou thus didurb'd with frantic air^ 
Why roll thy eyes with madnefs and dcfpair ? 

DioNB. [Mti/mS' 

How wilt thou bear to fee her pride give way ? 
When thus the yielding nymph fhall bid thee fay, 
" Let not the Ihepherd feek the filent grave, 
** Say, that 1 bid him live — if hope can favc V* 

LAURA.. 

Hath he difcem'd thee through the fwain*s difguife, 
And now alike thy love and friendihip flies ? 

DIOVI 
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DIONE. 

Yes- Firm and faithful to the promife made, 
I '11 range each funny hill, each lawn and glade. 

LAURA. 

*Tis Laura fpcaks. O calm your troubled mind. 

DIONE. ' 

Where (hall my fearch this envy'd Beauty find ? 
I '11 go, my faithlcfs ihcjAerd's caufe to plead* 
And with my tears accufe the rival maid. 
Yet, ihould her foften'd heart to love incline t 

LAURA. 

If thofe are all thy fears, Evander 's thine. 

DIONE. 

Why ihould we both in forrow wafte our days ? 

If love unfcign'd my ^onflant bofom fways, 

His happincfs alone is all I prize. 

And that is centered in Parthenia's eyes. 

Hafte then, with earned zeal her love implore. 

To blefs his hours— when thou (halt breathe no morcw 



ACT 
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ACT III. 

S C E N E I. 
Dione lymg on the ground iy the fide of a Fountmn, 

DIONE. 

TTERE let me reft ; and in the liquid glafs 
'■' ■** View with impartial look my fading face. 
Why are Parthenia's ftriking beauties prized } 
And why Dione's weaker glance defpis'd ? 
Nature in variotis moulds has beauty caft. 
And form'd the Tcature for caeh different tafte : 
. This fighs for golden locks and azure eyes j 
That, for the glofs of fable treflVs, dies. 
Let all mankind tliefe locks, thefc eyes deteft. 
So I were lovely in Evan4er's breaft 1 
When o'er the garden's knot we cad our view, 
Wlttk fummer paints the ground with various hue ;. 
Some praife tlic gaudy tulip's ftreaky red, 
And fome the filver lily's bending head ; 
Some the jonquil in (hining yellow dreft. 
And fome the fring'd carnation's varied veft; 
Some love the fober violet's purple dyes. 
Thus beauty fares in different lovers' eyes. 
But 'bright Parthenia like die rofe appears^ 
She in all eyes fupcrior luftre bears. 



SCENB 
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«<: EN E II. 
DiONBy Lauea. 

f.AU|lA. 

Why thus beneath the filver willow laidy 
Weeps fur Bione in the penfive (hade } 
Haft thou yet found the orer-arching bower, 
Whidh guards Parthenia from the fultry hour } 

DION£« 

With weary ilep in paths unknown I IbrayV!, 
And fottgilt in vain the folitary msMd. 

XAtrHA. 

Seeft thou the waving tops of yonder woods, 
Whofe-aged arms imbrown the cooling floods ? 
The cooling floods o'er breaking pebbles flow^ 
And wafli the foil from the big roots below i 
From the tall rock the daihing waters bound. 
Hark, o'er the fields the ruihing billows found I 
There, lofl in thought, and leaning on her crook. 
Stood the fad nymph, nor rais'd her penfive look^ 
With fettled eye the bubbling waves furvey'-d. 
And watchM the whirling eddies as they play'd* 

DIONE* 

Thither to know my certain doom I fpeed, 

for by this fentence life or death 's decreed. l£xk. 



V^L. II. R SCENE 
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LjtVRA, 6LtfAirtR£9. 

LAtritA. 

But fee ! fom^ hady ftraoger bends ^s way ; 
His broidcr'd veil refie6^s the funny ray : 
Now thrpirgli the tfunner boughs'! mark his tnicni 
Now veil'd, in thicker Ihades he moves unfeexl. 
Hither he turns ; I hear a iwuttering found ; 
Behind this^ itnipeAd oak wMi ivy t)ound 
Qjiick I '11 retire ; with Iftrff Acight poffltft^* 
His tongue betrays the (ecKKs of his breaft. 

iShi hides Imfi^. 

CiBAMtHBS. 
The fkilftiil hMxfttr Xirith^xpfericncM cairc 
Traces the doiibles bf the circtmghare ; 
The fubtle fox (who hreathes the weary hound 
O'er hills "and plains) in "diftanthrakes Is found ; 
With eafe Vire track fwifc hinds' and tkipping roes. 
But whoth'inconAaflt vi^ays of Woman knows? 
They fay,*1he wanders ^'\^ the fylvan train. 
And coAttsllve fiitlve frcedo'msiJf'^hc plain 5 
Shepherds explain their ik^Bi Wfthout offence. 
Nor bluih the'iiy«i%s ; — for D9ve1s1tfi&6i:«ifce. 
O lead jne where the rutalyottth retreUt, 
Where the flope hills the warbling voice repeat. 
Perhaps on daify'd turf reclbes the maid, 
And near her (ide fome rival clown is laid. 

' Yet, 
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Yci, yet I lore her, — O loft nymph ronni, 
lAt not thy (ire with tears inccflant mourn ; . 
Return, loft nymph ; bid fonow ceafe to Harw, 
And let Dione glad the houfe of woe. 

LAURA. 

Caird he not loft Dione? hence 1 11 fiart, 

'Crofs his ilow fteps, and lift hi^ opeaiiig heart. l4/!de. 

Cleanthes* 

Tell me, fair nymph, dire£fc my wandering way ; 
Where, in clofe bowers, to Ihun the fultry ray, 
Repofe the fwtins ; whofe €ocks with bleating fill 
The bordering fortfft and the thymy lull. 
But if thou frequent join diofe fylvan bands, 
Thyfelf can aafwer what my foul demands. 

LAVRA. 

'Seven years I trod'thefe fields, thefe bowers, and glades. 

And by the leflening and the lengthening ihades 

Have mark'd the hours ; what time my flock to lead 

To funny. mountains, or the watery mead : 

Train'd in the labours of the fylran crew. 

Their fpons, retreats, their cares and loves I kneviv 

Cleamtrbs. 
Inftmft me then, if late among your race, 
A ftranger nymph is found, of noble graces 
In rural arts unfuiird, no charge flic tends; 
Nor when the morn and evening dew ciefcends 
Milks the hig-uddcr'd ewe. Her mien and dref^ 
The pollih'd manners of the Cpurt confcfs. 
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LAV&A. 

Each day arrive the neighbouring nymphs and fwains, 
To ihanr the paftime of our jovial plains ; 
How can I there thy roving beauty trace« 
Where not one nymph is breti of vulgar ace! 

Cleanthes. 

If yet (he breathe, what tortures mud (he find ! 
The curfe of difobedience tears her mind. 
If e'er your bread with filial duty bumM, 
If e'er you forrow'd when a parent mourned ; 
Tell her, I charge you, with inceffant groans 
Her drooping fire his abfent child bemoans. 

LAURA. 

Unhappy maA I 

Cleanthes. 
— With fiorms of paflion toft. 
When firll he learnt his vagrant child was loft. 
On the cold floor his trembling limbs he flung. 
And with thick blows his hollow bofom rung ; 
Then up he ftarted, and with (ixt furprize. 
Upon her pi6^ure threw his frantick eyes, 
While thus he cry'd : " In her my life was bound, 
<* Warm in each feature is her mother found I 
** Perhaps dcfpair has been her fatal guide, 
*« And now fhe floats upon the weeping tide ; 
" Or on the willow hung, with head reclin'd, 
** All pale and cold Ihe wavers in the wind. 
« Did I not force her hence by harih commands f 
•< Did not her foul abhor the nuptial bands ?" 

LAURA. 
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LAURA. 

Teach not, yc fires, your daughters to rebel. 
By counfel rein their wills, but ne'er compel. 

Cleanthes. 
Yc duteous daughters, truft thcfe tender guides { 
"Sot think a parent's bread the tyrant hides. 

LAt7RA. 

From either lid the fcalding forrows roll ;^ 
The moving tale runs thrilling to my fouK 

CLRAKTHBSr. . 

Perhaps flic wanders in the lonely woodsy 

Or on the (edgy borders of the floods ; 

1'hou know'fl each cottage,, forefl, hill, and vale^ 

And pebbled brook that winds along the dale. 

Search each fequefterM dell to find tlie fair ; 

And jufl reward fiiall gratify thy care;. 

£.aura. 
ye kind boughs, prote6l the virgin's flight. 
And guasd Dione from his prying fight ! [4fi^^*' 

CtRAJ^VH'BS. 

Mean while, I 'M icek the ihepherd's oool abodes. 
Point me, fair nymph, along thefc doubtful roadsk 

EAVRA. 

Sceft thou yon' moimtain rear his fliaggy brow ^ 
In the green valley grarc the flocks below : 
There every gale wirli warbling mtific floats. 
Shade anfwcrs (hade, and* breathes alternate notetr 

[£*!> Cleanthetv 
R 3^ He 'a. 
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He's gone; and to the diftaai vak is fcnt^ 
Nor ihall his force Dioae's love prevent. 
But fee, ihe comes again with haily pace. 
And confcious pleafure dimples on her face.. 

SCENE IV. 

MOKE* 

I found her lai^ befide the cryftat hro6kp 
Nor rais'd ihe from the ^rewn her fettled loolc,.. 
Till near her fide I ftood; her head ihe itars. 
Starts fudden, and her ihtieks confofs her fears*. 

&AVRA« 

J>id not thy wofd» her thoughtful foul furprize,. 
And kindle fpar^ling anger in her eyes } 

DIONE. 

Thus ihe Ftply'd^ with rage and fcom poUeil. 

** Will importuning love ne'er give me reft ? 

'< Why am I thus in deferts wild purfu'd, 

*' Like guilty confciences when ilain'd with blood ? 

*' Sure boding^ ravens, from the blafted oak^ 

** Shall learn the name of Lycidas to croaky 

<^ To found it in my ears ! A« fwains pafs by, 

" With look aikance, they ihake their heads and ciy, 

'< Lo 1 this is file for whom the ihepherd dy*d ! 

** Soon Lycidas, a viftim to her pride, 

" Shall feck tjje g^ave j and in the glimmering glade, 

" With look all pale, ihall glide the rcftlefs ihadc 

7 -^Of 
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'' Of the poor fwain ; while we with haggard eye 
" And bridled hair the fleeting phantom fly.'' 
Still Jet their curfes innocence upbraid : 
Heaven never will forfake the virtuous maid. 

LAUKA. 

Didit thou perfift to touch her haughty breafl ? 
PIOHK. 

She ftiU the mom difdaUi'd, the mose I j^nfL 

LAV9LA. 

When you were gpne^. thefe walks a.flrm»gtr. cco/l^ 
He tum'd through every path, and wander'd loft i 
To me he caroej with courteous fpeech demands 
Beneath what bowers repos'd the (hepherd bands $ 
Then further aiks me, if among that race 
A ihepherdefs was found of courtly grace ; 
With profFer'd bribes my faithful tongue efl^ys j 
But for no bribe the faithful tongue betnys. 
Jo me Diooe 's fafe. Far hence he fpeeds. 
Where other hilh refound with other reeds. 

DIONE. 

Should he come back ; Sufpicion's jealous e^cs 
Might trace my feature through tht r\ya'iQ's iif^xiik^ 
Now every noife and whiilling wind I dreadj^ 
And in each found approaches human treail* 

LAURA. 

He faid, he left your hpufc iiMroly'd. v> c^u'es^ 

Sighs fwcird each breaft, each eye o'eiflovv'd with tears; 

For his loft child thy penfivc father mourns^ 

And Auik in forrow to the drjft returns. 

R 4 ^^ 
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Go bick, obedient daughter ; hence depart^ 
And flJH the fighs that tear his anxious heai^ 
Soon Ihall ETander, wearied with difciain, 
Tottgo dielc ficldsy and feck the town again. 

DIONE. 

Think, Laura» what thy hafly dioughtt perfuade. 
If I return, to Love a yidim made. 
My wrathful fire will force his harfh command. 
And with CJeanches join my trembling Hand. 

LAURA. 

Tnift a fond father; raife lum from defpair. 
DIONE. 

I fly not him; I By a li& of care.. 
On the high nuptials of the Court look round- ;i 
Where fliall, alas, one happy pair be found ! 
There maniage is for fenrile intered fought : 
Is love for wealth or power or title bought ? 
'Tis hence domefUc jars their peace deftroy,. 
And loofc adulteiy fleals the ihameful joy. 
But fearch we wide o'er all the blifsful plaint, 
W^ere love alone, devoid of intered, reigns.. 
What conooid in each happy pair appears t 
How fbndncfs ftrengthens with the rollmg years f 
Superior power neVr thwarts their foft delights^ 
Nor jealous accufations wake their n^hts. 

LAtTRA. 

Alay all thofe bleilings on Dibne falL 

DIONE. 

Grant jne Evander, and I ihare them all. 



Shall 
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Shall a fond parent give perpetual (Irife, 
And doom, his child to be a wretch for life > 
7^hough he hequeath*d me all thcfe woods and plams». 
And all the flocks the ruflct down contains ; 
With all the golden han'cfts of the year, 
Far as where yonder purple mountains rear ; 
Can chefe the broils of nuptial life prevent ? 
Can thefe^ without Evandeii give content } 
But fee, he. ccHnes. 

LAURA. 

— I *11 to die vales repair, 
Where wanders by the ftream my fleecy care. 
May ft thou the rage of this new flame controly 
And wake Dione in his tender foul I {Exit Laura*. 



S C EN E V. 
Dione, Lycidas. 

Lycxdas. 
Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart 
K.md rays of hope to chear a doubtful heart ? 
How didft thou firft my pangs of love diftlofe f 
Bid her difdainful brow confirm my woes } 
Or did foft pity in her bofom rife. 
Heave •n her bread, and languifli in her eyes h 

DIONB. 

How (hall my tongue the faultering tale explain f 
My hean drops blood to give tlie ihepherd pam. 

LYClDAS* 
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LYCIDAS. 

Pjronottnce her utmofl fcom ; I come prepar'd 
To meet my doom. Say, is my death declar'd ? 

DIONE. 

"Why ihould thy fate depenud on. woman's will! 
Forget this tynmty. and be happy AUL 

LTCIOAA. 

Didft thou befeech her not to fpeed henfiii^y 
Kor (hun with wrathful gVutce my hated fight } 
Will (he conieatmy %hiog plaint ta hear, 
Mor let my pieicing^ onesrbe. lofb in-aic? 

IMONS. 

Ca(kniartafiis.appeafQ the tolling ftorm^ 
When foamiDg waves the yawning deep deform ? 
When o'er the fable cloud tlie thunder flies, 
Say, who (hall calm^ the terror of the fkies > 
Who (hall the lion's famiihM roar alTuage ? 
And can we dill proud woman*s flronger rage ? 
Soon as my faithful tongpe pronounc'd thy name. 
Sudden her glance^ fhot refen^ful flame : 
Be dumb, flie. cries ^ this. whining love give o'er, . 
And vex me. with the.ieazing tl)eme no mqre* 

LYCIDA». 

'Tis pride alone that keeps alive her fcom. 

Can the meab fwuit, in humbie cettage* bem, 

Can Poveny that haughty heart obtain, 

Where ararice ao4;ilrong ambitioa rciga? 

If Poverty {^S' by in tatter'd coat, 

Curs, vex his heels and ilretch their barking throat } 

tt 
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If chance He mingle in the female croud. 
Pride toifes high^her head. Scorn laughs aloud ^ 
Each nymph turns fiom him to her gay gallanQ. 
And wonders at the impudence of Want. 
Tis vanity- that rtilcs all woman-kind, 
Love is the w^akfeft pailion of their mind. 

DIONB. 

ThoDgh one is by thofc fcrvile views polTeft,^ 
O LycidaSy condemn not all the reil. 

LVCIDA«« 
Though I were bent beneath a- load of years,. 
And fevcnty winters thin'd my hoary hairs ^ 
Yet, if my olive branchesidroptwithcMlr 
And crooked fhares* were brigtitcA'd in my fcxl,. 
If lowing herds, my fattening meads poilefl. 
And my white fleece the. tawny mountain dreft ; 
Then would ihe lure mc with love-dartiBg glance,*. 
Then with fond mercenary fmilifes advance. 
Though hell with orery vice my foul bad (laia'd^ 
And froward anger in my bofom reign'd, 
Though avarice my coffers cloathM in ruft. 
And my joints trembled with enfeebled lufl; 
Yet, were my, ancient name with titles great. 
How would (he languifli for the gaudy bait ! 
If to her love alt-tempting wealth pretend. 
What virtuous woman can her hei^rt defend ? 

DIONB. 

Conqueflsy thus meanly bought, men* foon defpifb,. 
Andjuftiy flight the mercen^ary prizr. 
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LTCIDAS. 
r know thefe frailties in her bread reilUe, 
Dire£^ hec gUncc, and every adkion guide* 
Still let Alexis' faithful friendihip aid. 
Once more attempt to bend the ftubbon» maid. 
Tell her, no bafe-born fwain provokes her fcorny. 
No clown» beneath the fedgy cottage born ; 
Tell her, for her this fylvan drefs I took, 
For her my name and pomp of Courts forfook ; 
My lofty roofs with golden fculpture ihine. 
And my high birth defcenda from ancient line* 

BIONE. 

Love is a facred voluntary fire. 
Gold never bougiit that pukv, that cha(!e de^r^r 
Who thinks true love for hicre to pofTefs, 
Shall grafp falfe flattery and the feign'd carefs ^ 
Can we b«lieve that mean, tliac fervtle wife, 
Who vilely fells her dear-bought love for life,, 
Would not her virtue for an hour refign, 
If in her fight the profFer'd treafure ihine» 

LYCIDAS. 

Can reafon (when by winds fwift fires are born 
0*er waving harveils of autumnal corn) 
The driving fury of the flame reprove ? 
Who then ihall reafon with a heart in love ? 

DIONB. 

Yet let me fpeak j O may my words perfuade 
The noble youth to quit this fylvan maid 1 
Rcfign thy crook, no more to plains rcfort, 
Look.round on all the beauties of the Court ; 

4 There 
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There ihall thy merit find a worthy flame. 

Some nymph of equal wealth and equal name* 

Think, if thefe offers fliould thy wiih obtain. 

And (hould the ruftick beauty ftoop to gain : 

Thy heart could ne'er prolong th* unequal fire. 

The fudden blaze^ would in one year expire | 

Then thy rafli folly thou too late (halt chide, 

To Poverty and bafe-born blood ally'd ; 

Her vulgar tongue ihall animate the flrife. 

And hourly difcord vex thy future life. 
♦ 

LYCIDAS. 

Such IS the force thy faithful words impart. 
That like the galling goad they pierce my heart. 
You think fair virtue in my bread refides. 
That honed truth my lips and actions guides. 
Deluded ihepherd, could, you view my foul. 
You M fee it with deceit and treachery foul ; 
I 'm bafe, perfidious. Ere from Court I came, 
Lovo (Ingled from the train a beauteous dame ; 
The tender maid my fervent vows believ'd. 
My fervent vows the tender maid deceived. 
Why dod tlKHi tremble ?-~why thus heave thy iighs? 
Why deal thy iiknt forrows from thy eyes ? 

DXONE. 

Sure the foft lamb hides rage within his bread. 
And cooing turtles are withliate poded ; 
When from fo fweet a tongue flow fraud and lies, 
And thofe meek looks a perjur'd heart difguife. 

Ahl 
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Ah ! who (hall now oniaithlefs tnsn depend > 
The treaofaeiDus lover proves- as falfc-a friend. 

LYCIDAS. 

When with Dlonc's love my bofom^ow'd, 
:Finn conftancy and truth fincere I vow'd j 
But fince Pardienia's brighter charms were known. 
My love, my «onftancy and tcuiSi^re Bown. 

Are not thy hours wMi cotifcious anguifh ftung ? 
*:Swift vengeance muft o*ectake die.perjufd tongue. 
The Gods the caufe of injur'd love adert, 

And arm with ftubborn^ride Parthenia's lieart. 

ETCIB^AS. 

X5o, try her j tempt her with my bihh and ftate, 
"Stronger ambition wiU'fubdue her hate. 

O i^therMvn thy thoughts on tha^loft.ma?d, 
Whofe hourly 4^9 diry fakhl^fs oi(th u^aidl 
7hxnk you behbld her tat the del^d^f night, 
PW4 '■ by the glimmering tapsr*s paly lights ' 
With all youi? kttersfpread before -lier'view. 
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew; 
Sobbing ihe read« 'the tperj uries o*er tapd xjkff 
And her long nights know, peaceful ilecp »o snore. 

LYCtOAS, 

' Let me fcrget*her. 



DiONJk 
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^]>IONE. 

O Mfe youth, tefent^ 
Tliink fhouldPaitheoMfio thy hopes codcnt; 
When Hymen joins your hands, and mufick's voice 
Makes the glad echoes of diy domes rejoice. 
Then (hall Dione forde the crouded hall. 
Kneel at thy feet, and loud for juftice call: 
Could you beholdlier weltering on the ground. 
The pTxrple dagger reeking from the wound ? 
Could you, unmoved,' this dreadful fight furvey ? 
Such fatal fcen^s ihatlifUin the bridal day. 

The horrid thonght^nks deep kftoiny'^l. 
And down my cheek unwilling (brrows rolL 

DIONE. 

FroYn this new flame you may as yet recede* 

Or have you doom*d that guHtlefs maid fhall bleed? 

LYCIDA8. 

Name her no more.-— Hafle, feek the fylvan Fair. 

DIONS. 

Should the rich proffer tempt her liilemng ear, 
fiiJ all your peace adieu. O barbarous youth. 
Can you forego your honour, love, and truth? 
Yet fhould Paithenia wealth and title flight, 
Would juftice then rcftore Dione*s right ? 
Would you then dry her ever-falling tears | 
And blefs with honed love your future years ? 

LTCIDA9. 
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LTCIDAS. 

I '11 ill yon fliade thy wifh'd return attend ; 
Come, quickly come, and cheer thy iighing friend. 

[Exit Lycidas, 

DIONE. 

Should her proud foul refift the tempting halt. 
Should (be contemn hts prolfer'd wealth and flate} 
Then I once more his perjur'd heart may move. 
And in hb bofom wake the dying love. 
As the pale wretch inyolv'd in douhts and fears. 
All trembling in the judgement-hall appean { 
So (ball I (land before Parthenia's eyes, 
For as (be dooms, Dione lives or dies* 



ACT 
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ACT IF. 

^ SCENE T. 



'LYCIDAS. 

MAY no rude wind the rufHlng "branches move? 
Breathe foft, ye filent gales, nor wake my Love. 
Tc Shepherds, piping homeward on the way. 
Let not the <3iftant echoes learn your lay; 
Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling throaty 
May no loud Ihake^rolong^he ihriller note, 
Lefl flie awake i O Sleep, fecure her eyes. 
That I xnay gaze ; for, if (he wake, ihe flics. 
While eafy dreams compofe her peaceful foul^ 
What anxiQU^cares w«hin my bofom roll I 
:If tir'd with iighs beneath the beech I lie. 
And languid flumlier clofe my weqping eye, 
Her lovely, vidon ri/es to my view. 
Swift ilics die nymph, and fwift would I purfue^ 
I ftrive te call, my tongue has lolVits found j 
Like rooted oaks, my feet bcnumbVl are bound ; 
-Struggling I wake. Again myforroWs flow. 
And not one flattering dream deludes my woe. 
What innocence I how meek is every grace ! 
How fwcet the Ui^ik that dimples on her face, 
<:alm ai the fleepij^g feas ! but fiiould my ftghii 
Too rudely brc^be, wlwc. angry ftwios would rife f 
Vql. II. S Though 
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Though the fair rofe with beauteovs bluih is crbwn'd, 
Bencatli her fragrant leaves the thorn is found ; 
The peach, chat with inviting crimfon blooms, 
Deep at the heart the cankering worm confumes ; 
'Tis thus, ^las! thofe lovely features hide 
Difdaln and anger and refentful pride. 



SCENE U. 
Lycidas, Dione, Parthbitia. 

LYCIDAS. 

Hath proflFcr'd greatncfs yet overcome her hate ? 
And does flie languifh for the glittering bait ? 
Againft the fwain flie might her pride fupport. 
Can ihc fubdue her fcx, and fcom a Court ? 
Perhaps in dreams the fhining viiion charms. 
And the rich bracelet fparkles on her arms ; 
In fancy'd heaps the golden trcafure glows : 
Parthcnia, wake j all this thy fwain beftows. 

DIONE. 

Sleeps (he in thefe clofe bowers > 

•LYCIDAS. 

«*-Lo ! there ihe lies* 

DIONI. 

may no ftanling found unfeal her eyes^ 
And drive her hence away. 'Till now, in vain 

1 trod the winding wood and weary plain. 

« Hence, 
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Hence, Lycidat; beyond thofe ibades repofe. 
While I thy fortune and (iiy birth difclofe. 

! LYCIDAS. 

May I Parthenia to the fricndihip owe } 

OtONE. 

O rather think t)n loft Dione*s woe! 
Muft ihc thy broken faith for ever mourn. 
And will that jufter pafTion ne'er return? 

LYCIDAS. 

Upbraid me not; but go. Her (lumbers chacc 5 
And in her view the bright temptation place. 

lExit Lycidas. 



SCENE III. 
Dions, Parthenia. 

DIONE. 

Now flames the wcftcrn fky with golden beams, 
And the ray kindles on the quivering ftreams ; 
Long flights of crows, high-croaking from their food,* 
Now feek the nightly covert of the wood j 
The tender grafs with dewy cryftal bends, 
And gathering vapour from the heath afcends. 
Shake off this downy reft j wake, gentle maid, 
Truft not thy charms beneath the noxious fliade. 
Parthenia, rife. 

8 % rARTHSHIA. 
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EARTHEN! A. 

—What voice thrins my ear? 
Away. Approach not. Kah ! Alexis there I 
Let us together to tbo vales defceodf 
And to the folds our bleating c^rge attend t 
But let roe hear no more tliat ibepherd's nafoc^ 
Ver not my quiet \9dth his hateful fljune. 

Can I behold htm gafping on the ground. 
And fee^ no h^ealin^ herb to ftaunch the \yound ? 
For thee continual tighs confume his heajt, 
*Tis ypp ajpne can cure the bleeding fmart. 
Once more I come the moving caufe to plead. 
If ftill his fufFcrings cannot intercede. 
Yet let my fricndfl^ip do, bis pailion righ^ 
And (how thy lover in his native light. 

FAHTHBNXA. 

Why in dark myftery are thy words involv'd ? 
If Lycidas you mean ; know, I 'm refolv'd. 

DIONE. 

Let np( thy kindling rage my words reftrain. 
Know then, Parthcnta flights no vulgar fwain. 
For thee he bears tl>e fcrip and fylvan crook, 
For thee the glories of a Court forfook. 
May not ttiy hearjc the wealthy flame decline ! 
Hts honqurs, his ppfTefllons, all are thine. 

PARTRENIA. 

If h?.*s a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware j 
Thofc who moft promife are the lead fmcere. 
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The quick-ey'd hawk iboots headlong from above, 
And in his ptftinfccs btfart the ti^emMing dove; 
The pilfering wolf o'etleaps the fold's defence. 
But the falfe Counter preys ofi innocence. 
If he 's a Counier, O ye K)inAph), beware ; 
Thofe wh(^ iiM>(l promife are die lead tincere. 

Alas ! thou ne'er hafl: prov'd the fweets of Stare, 

Nor known that female plcafurc, ro be great. 

'Tis for the town ripe cluflcrs load the poles, 

And all our Autumn crowns the Courtier's bowls ; 

For him our woods the rcd-cvM pbeafant brccvl. 

And annual coveys in our har^'cfi feed ; 

For him with fruit the bending branch is (lor'd, 

Plenty pours all her blcilings on his board. 

If (when the market to the ciry calls) 

Wc chance to pafs bchde his palace-walls, 

Does not hib hall with mufick's voice refound, 

And the floor tremble with the danc'cr*s bound ? 

Such arc the plcafures Lycida* fhall give, 

When thy nki^ring bofoin bids him live. 

PARtHENlA. 
Sec yon gay goldfinch hop from fpray ro fpray. 
Who fm^s a farcwej to the parting day; 
At large he flics o'er hill and dale and down ; 
Is not each bufli, tach fpreading tree his own ? 
And canil thou think he 11 quit his native brief, 
For the bright cage o'cr-arch'd with golden wire ? 
What then are honours, pomp and gold to me ? 
Are thofe a price to purchafe lil)erty ! 

S 3 DfONB, 
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Think, when the Hymerieal torch fball blaze, 
And on the foletnn rites the Tirgins gaze ; 
When thy fair locks wth glittering geros are gracM, 
And the bright zone Ihall fparkle round thy waiftf 
How >¥ill their hearts with envious forrowpiBej 
When Lycidas (hall join his hand to thine ! 

PARTHENIA. 

And 5*ct, Alexis, all that pomp and ihow 

Arc oft* the varnilh of internal woe. 

When the chaftc lamb is from her iifters led. 

And intervi'oven garlands paint her head ; ' 

The gazing flock, all envious of her pride. 

Behold her Ikipping by the Prieftefs* fide ; 

Each hopes the flowery wreath with longing eyes ; 

While fhe, alas ! is led to facrifice I 

Thus walks the bride in all her flate array'd, 

The gaze and envy of each thoughtlefs maid. 

DIOKR. 

As yet her tongue re(ifts the tempting fnarc,. 

And guards my panting bofom from defpair. [4fi^* 

Can thy ftrong foul this noble flame forego ? 

Muft fuch a lover waile his life in woe ? 

PARTHENIA. 

Tell him, his gifts I fcorn i not all his art. 
Not all his flattery fhall fcduce my heart. 
Courtiers, I know, are difciplin*d to cheat. 
Their infant lips are taught to lifp deceit $ 
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To prey on cafy nymphs tliey range the fhade^ 
And vainly boaft gf innocence betray'd ; 
Chaf^ hearts, unlparn'd in falfehood, they alTail, 
And think our car will drink the grateful talc. 
No. Lycidas ihall nc*er my peace dcftroy, 
1 11 guard my virtue, and content enjoy. 

DIONE. 

So ftrong a paflion in my bofom burns, 
Whene'er his foul is gricv'd, Alexis mourns ! 
Canil thou this importuning ardor blame ? 
Would not thy tongue for friend(hip urge tlie fame ? 

PARTHSNIA. 

Yes, blooming fwain. You Aow an- honeft mind t 

I fee it, with the pureft flame refin'd. 

Who fliall compare love's mean and grofs defirc 

To the chafte zeal of fricndfliip*s facred fire ? 

By whining love bur weakncfs is confeftj 

But ilronger friendfliip fliovvs a virtuous breaft. 

In FoHy's heart the ihort-liv'd blaze may glow, 

Wifdom alone can purer friendfliip know. 

Love is a fudden blaze which foOn decays, 

Friendihip is like the fun's eternal rays} 

Not daily benefits exhauft the flame, 

It Ckill is giving, and Aill burns the fame ; 

And could Alexis from his foul remove 

All the low images of grofler love ; 

Such mild, fuch gentle looks thy heart declare. 

Fain would my brcafl thy faithful friendihip ihare. 

S 4 SiOJ}|« 
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How dare yon in the difierent fta ootiMc f * 
And ftck a ftiendfliip wUch ]^ ne'er hxn ny'dt: 

FARTBENIA. 
Tesy I to thee could give up all m3r heart. 
From diy chafte eye no wanton glances dart) 
Thy niodeft lips oomrey no thought impure^ 
With thee nuy An^bbft- vutue walk iecnre* 

Yet can I fafcly on the nymph depttnd^ 
Whofe unrdenting fconi can kiH siy fdtsnd h 

PA&THSmM 

AcQUfe me not, who a& a generous part ; 
Had I, like city maidi,. a frandful heart. 
Then had his prolfers taught mu foul to fctgiH' 
Then had I vilely (loopt to^ibrdxd gain. 
Then had I figh'd for honours, pomp tmi goki». 
And for unhaf^ chains my froedou fold. 
If you would kve him, Ind bim Ifcam the plati^. 
And to his native city tun again ; 
There, fliall his paihon find a ready cure^ 
There not one dame refiib th» glittering lurcb 

DfONB. 
All this I frequent urg'd, but urg'd in vatd«. 
Alas ! thou only caoft aifuagc hb pttA^I; 
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Dio»^, Parthenia, Lycidas; 

LYCiDAS. [Liftining. 

Why flays Alexis ? can my bofom bear . 
Thus long alternate ik>rms of hope and fear } 
Yonder they walk j no frowns her brow difguifc. 
But love confenting fpar-kles in her eyes ; 
Here will I liften, here, impatient wait, 
^pare me, t^arthenia^ and refign thy hate.. ^Afi^ 

FAilTHENIA*. 

When LycidM dull fo-the Court repair^ 
Still let Alexis love his flbec)^ care \ 
Still let him chufe cool grots and fylvan bowers^ 
And let Parthenia fhare his peaceful holirs. 

LtCIDA-8. 

What do r hear ? my friendfliip is betray'd j 

The treacherous rival has feduc'd the maid. [Afid^ 

FARThENIA. 

With thee, where bearded goats defcend the fteep, 
Or^hercy like winter's fnow, the nibbling (heep 
Cloath the Hope hills i I 'II pafs the cheerful day,. 
And from thy reed my voice Ihall catch the lay. 
But fee, flill Evening fpreads her duflcy wings, 
Xlie flock; itow-moving from. the roi% fprings,. 
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Now feck their fold. Come, fhcphcrd, let *s away. 
To dole the lateft labours of the day. 

. -[^Exeunt band in band. 



SCENE V. 

LYCIDAS. 

My troubled heart what dire difaftcrs rend ? 
A fcomful miftrefs, and a treacherous friend I 
Would ye be cozen'd, more than woman can. 
Unlock your bofom to perfidious man. 
One faichful woman have thefe eyes beheld. 
And againfl her this perjur'd heart rebell'd : 
But fearch as far as earth's wide bounds extend, > 
Where ihall tlie wretched find one faithful friend > 



SCENE VI. 

LyCIDAS, DlONE. 

LYCIDAS. 

Why darts the fwain ? why turn his eyes away. 
As if amidft his path the viper lay ? 
Did I not to thy charge my heart confide? 
Did I not trufl thee near Parthenia*s fide, 
As here ihe ficpt ? 

DIONE. 

— She ftraight my call obey*d, 
' Aad downy ilumber left the lovely maid | 
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As in the morn avirakes the kAiAtd rofe> 
And all around twr breathings odour throwt $ 
So wak'd Parthenia. 

LYCIDAS. 

— Could thy guat)ded heart. 
When her full beauty glow*d, put by the dart ? 
Yet on Alexis Jet my foul depend J 
'Tis mod ungenerous to fufpe£t a friend. 
And thou, I hope, hafl well tliat name profefb 

DIONE. 
O could thy piercing eye difcern my bread I 
Could'ft thou the fecrets of my bofom fee. 
There every thought is fill'd with cares for thee, 

LYCIDAS« 

Is there, againft hypocrify, defence. 

Who cloaths her words and looks. with innocence I 

SaVf fliephcrd, when you proffer'd wealth and Hate, 
Did not her fcorn and fuppled pride abate? 

DIONB. 

As fparkling diamonds to the feather'd trun. 
Who fcrape the winnow'd chaff in fearch of grain ; 
Such to the fhepherdefs the Court appears : 
Content ihe feeks, and fpurns thofe glittering caret* 

LYCIDAS. 

'Tis not in woman grandeur to defplfe, 
'Tis not from Courts, from me alone fhe flics. 
Did not my paflion futfer like -difgrace, « 

. While ihe believM me born of fyivan race ? 
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Doft thou not tbinkk fi^i ^wctdcft of her kiad 
Has to foDM rivid fwMti her btut tefigb'd? 

DIONI. 

No rival fhepherd her #i(ku» ^an move j 
Her frozen bofoflA is ti9tj(c to lotc 

Say, art thou fure, that tfiH ilkM^attfufl faif 
Scorns all alike> bids all MkH ddp*it > 

hioiJE. 
How can I know the fecrctft ^ her heart } 

lYCIDAS. 

Anfwer fjncerc, nor from tlie quci^ion Hart. 
Say, in her glance was never love cohfcit. 
And is no Twain diftingmfh'd from the reft ? 

DXONE. . 
O Lycldas, bid atl thy troubles ceafe $ 
Let not a thought on her diflurb thy peace 
May juftice bid thy former paiflion wake j 
Think how Dione ruffcrs For thy fa^c ;^ 
Let not a broken oath thy honour flain, 
Recall thy tows> and feek the to>^ agartt* 

LYCIDAS. 

What means Alexis ? where 's thy fi icndlhTp flown ? 
Why am 1 banifh'd to the hareful to\vn ? 
Hath fome new (hepherd Wiirffl*d Parthcnia's breaft? 
And does my lore hi^ amottws hbUH mol^ft ? 
Is it for this thou Wd'ft me quit the plain ? 
Yes, ycB, thou fondlv lov^ this tiVal fvtain. 
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When firft my cheated fottl Ay friendihip woo'd. 
To my wann heart 1 tdok the viperous brood. 
falfc Alexis ! 

Dt&NB. 

. —Why am I accus'd >■ 
Thy jeakou^ miad is by weak fears abus'd. 

LYCIDAS. 

Was not thy bofom fraught wifth falfe defign ? 
Didft thou not plead his caufc, and giT« up mint* 
Let not thy tongue evafive anfwcr fcek j 
The con(ciD.us crimlbn rifes on thy clv:ck :. 
Thy cowajrd confciencc, bv thy guilt difmay'd. 
Shakes in each joint, and owns that I *m betray 'd. 

DIONE. 

How my poor heart is wrong'd ! O fpare thy friend I 

LYCIDAS. 

Seek not dece£led falsehood tQ defend.. 

DIONE. 

Beware, left blind fufpicion rafhiy blatnfi. 

LYCIDAB^ 

Own thyfelf then the rival of my flanae. 
If this be (he for whom Alexis pin^d. 
She now no more is to thy vows unkjnd. 
Behind the tlncket's twifled verdure laid, 
I witnefc'd- every tender thing fee faid ; 
I faw bright pleafure kindle in lier eyes, 
Love warm'-d each feature at thy fofr replies. 

7 BI0NB« 
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. DION I. 

Yet Iiear me fpeak. 

LTCIDAS. 

—la vain is all defence. 
Did not thy treaclierous hand condud her hence ? 
Hafte» from my fight. Rage burns in every vetnj 
Nerer approach my Juft revenge again. 

DIONB. 

O (eareh my heart i there injur'd truth thou*It find. 

LTCIDAS. 

Talk not of Truth ; long fince (he left mankind. 
So fmooch a tongue ! and yet fo falfe a heart I 
Sure Courts firil taught thee fawning friendihip*s art } 
Now Thou an falfe by nature. 

DIONE. 

—Let me clear 
This heavy charge, and prove my trail (incere, ^ 

LTCIDAS. 

Boad then her Favours ; fay, what happy hour 
Next calls to meet her in th' appointed bower 5 
Say, when and where you met. 

PIONB. 

-^6e rage fupprefL 
In flabblng mine, you wound Parthenia's brcafL 
She faid, ihe dill defy*d Love's keeneft dart j 
Yet purer friendfliip might divide her heart, 
Friendihip*s fmcerer bands ihe wiih'd to prove. 

* LYCIDAft. 
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LYCIDAS. 

A woman's friendihip ever ends in love. 

Think not the^, fooUfli tdes my faith coi^mand ; 

Did not I fee thee prefs her fnowy hand ? 

O may her pafllon like thy friendfliip lad ! 

May flie betray thee ere a day be paft I 

Hence then. Away. Thou 'rt hateful to my fight. 

And thus I fpurn the fawning hypocrite, 

lExit Lycidas* 



SCENE VII. 

DIONE. 

Was ever grief like mine ! O wretched maid ! 

My friendihip wrong'd ! my conftant love betray *d f 

Misfonune haunts my fteps where'er I go. 

And all my days are overcad with woe. 

Long have I drove rh' increaiing load to bear. 

Now faints my foul, and finks into defpair. 

O lead me to the hanging mountain's cell, 

In wbofe brdwn cliffs the fowls of darknefs dwell • 

Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall, 

Shall lull my forrows with the tinkling fall. 

There feek thy grave. How cand thou bear the lighr^ 

When baniih'd ever from Evander's fight I 



SCENE 
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«. C E N E VlfL 

Why hangs a cloud of grief upoQ.^iy bffpws-? 
Does the ffsau^ nymph accc^pt Evander's vows? 

DIQNE. 

4Can I bear life with thefe new pangs oppreft ! 
^Again he teafS me from his faithlefs breaA : 
A perjur'd Lover firft he foughrthefe piains« 
JVnd now my friendfhip like my love difdaios. 
JVs I new offers to Parthenia made, 
C^oQcealM he flood behind the woodUne fhade. 
jHc fays, my treacherous tongue his heart betray 'd| 
That my falfe fpeeches have miftled the m<^id ; 
With ground Jefs fear he thus his foul deceives ; 
"What frenzy diftates, Jeaioufy believes. 

LAURA. 

^efign tliy Qrcxik, put oif this m«nly veil. 
And let the wroog'd Dipne (land confeft ; 
When he (hall Icarn wli^c forrows thou had bonh, 
-And find that nopght r^lenp^ Parthcnia's (com, 
^ure he will pity thee. 

DIONB. 

— No, Laura, no, 
Shculd ly alas ! thefylv«n drcfs forcg«, 

73kb 
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Then miglit he think that I her pride foment. 
That injur'd love inftru6ls me to refent ; 
Our fecret enterprize might fatal prove : 
Man flics the plague of perfecucing love. 

LAU^A. 

Avoid Parthenh ; led his rage grow warnii 
And jealoufy refolve Tome fatal harm. 

DIONS. 

Laura, if thou chsqce the youth to find. 
Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind ; 
Should I once more his awful prefence fcek. 
The iilent tears would bathe my glowing cheek i 
3y rifing fighs my faultering voice be ftay'd. 
And trembling fear too foon confcfs the maid. 
Hade, Laura, then ; his vengeful foul afTuage, 
Tell him, I 'm guiltlefs ; cool his blinded rage i 
Tell him that truth fmcere my friend (hip brougkr, 
Let him not cherifh one fufpicious thought. 
Then, to convince hirn his diftrud was vaio, 

1 *\l never, never fee that nymph again* 
Tills way he went. 

LAURA. 

•—See, at the call of nighty 
The ftar of evening Ihcds his filvcr light 
High o'er yon weftern hill : the cooling gales 
Frefli odours breathe along the winding dales ; 
Far firom their home as yet our ftcpherds dray. 
To clofe with chearful walk the fultry day. 

Vot. n. T Mcihink^ 
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Mczfainkt from far I bear the piping f\vain ; 

Haik, ia the breeze now fwelh, now iinks the ftnnni 

Thitbcr I '11 feek him. 

DZONE. 

—While this length of glade j 
Shill lead me geniire dirough the fable fliade i 
Where on the branches murmur rufh'tng wiods^ 
Grateful as falling floods to love-fick minds ; 
O may rliis path to Death's dark vale defcend ! 
There only can ihe wretched hope a fnend. 



ACT 



•DION E.. : i^n 

ACT V. 

SCENE L 

J PTooJ. 

I 
DiONE, Cleanthes (tti&o lies 'wounded In n dijtata 
part -of the fi age), 

DIONB. 

'T^ H E moon ferene now climbs th* aerial way j 
•*■ See, at iicr fight ten thoufand ftars decay : 

With trembling gleam fhc tips the filcnt grove. 

While all beneath the cliequer'd (liadows move. 

Turn back thy filver axles, downward rpll, 

Darknefs befl fits the horrors of r.iy foul. 

Rife, rite, ye clouds; the face of heaven deform," 

\'cil the bright Goddefs in a fable ftorm : 

D look not down upon a wretched maid ! 

Let tJiy bright torch the happy lover aid, 

And light liis Wandering footfteps to the bower ^ 

Where the kind nymph attends th* appointed hour. 
Yet thou haft fecn unhappy love, like mine ; 
Did not tliy lamp in heaven's blue forehead ftiinc, 
Wh«n, I'hifbe fought her love along the glade ? 
Did it thou not tben i>ehold tlie gleaming blade. 
And gild the fatal point that ftabbVl her breads 
Sooq J, like her, fhall feck the realms of reft. 
Let groves of mournful yew a wretch furround ! 
0- fooch ray car with melancholy found I 
: . T 2 The 
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The yiHtge-cuR now ftietch their yelling throsr. 
And dogs from difbmt cott return the note ; 
The ravenous wolf along the valley prowls. 
And with his famifliM cries the moantain howh. 
But hark ! what fudden noifc advances near ? 
Repeated groans alarm my frighted ear ! 

CLBANTHBS. 

Shepherd, approach ; ah ! fly not through the glade^ 
A wretch all dy*d with wounds invokes thy aid. 

DIONE. 

Say then, unhappy (Iranger, how you bled ; 
tSoUefk thy fpirits, raife thy drooping head. 

[Cleanthes rai/es bimfelf ok bis arm, 

horrid fight ! Cleanthes gafping lies ; 

And Death's black fliadows float before his eyes. 
Unknown in this difguife, I '11 check my woe. 
And learn what bloody hand has flruck the blow. [Afidi, 
Say, youth, ere Fate thy feeble voice confounds. 
What led thee hither ? whence thefe purple wounds ) 

CLEANTHES. 

Stay, fleeting life ; may itrength a- while prevail. 
Led my clos'd lips confine th' imperfe£t tale. 
Ere the flrcak*d Kaft grew warm with amber ray^ 

1 from the city took my doubtful way i 

Far o*er the plains I fought a beatiteous mnd. 
Who, from tlie Court, in tliefe wide focefts Oiray'd } 
Wanders unknown i as I, with weary pain, 
Try*d every path, and opening glade^ in vainj 

A bond 
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A band of thieves, forth-rufiiiDg from the wood, . 

Unflieath'd their daggers warm with daily bloody 

Deep ill my bread the barbarous ileel is dy*d. 

And purple hands the golden prey divide. 

Hence are thefe mangling wounds. Say, gentle Twain, 

If thou haft known among the fylvan train 

The vagrant nymph I feek } 

DIONS. 

— What mov'd tliy c^rc, 
Thus, in thefe pathlefs wilds, to fearch the fair } 

CLBANTHBS. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 

Ye Naiads, who the molTy fountains love, ^ 

Ye happy fwains, who range the padures wide, 

Ye ten(|er nymphs, who feed your flocks befidsi 

If my lad gafping breath can pity move. 

If e'er ye knew the pangs of (lighted Jove, , 

Show hcr^ I c|iarge you, where Cleanthes dy'd i , 

The grafs yet reeking with the fang^ne udc, 

A father's power to me the virgin gave. 

But (he difdain'd to live a nupual Have j 

So fled her native home. 

DIONE. 

•— 'Tis then from chcc 
Springs the foul iburce of all her mifery. 
Could'ft thou, thy feliiih appetite to pkafe. 
Condemn to endkfs woes «nothej|'» peace } 

T 3 CLKMITHBI. 
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CLEAMTHES. 

O fpare me ; nor my haplefs love upbraid. 
While on my liearc Death's frozen Uai><l is laici ! 
■Go, feck her^ guide her where Cleantlies bled 5 
When (he furveys her lover pale and dead, 
Tell her, that, fmce flic fled my hateful fight. 
Without remorfe I fought the realms of night. 
Methinks I fee her view thefe pooz remains. 
And on her check indecent ghdncfs reigns • 
Full in her prefencecold Cleantljcs lies. 
And not one tear {lands treroWinj^ in her eyes I 
O let a figh my haplefs fare deplore 1 
Cleanthes now controls thy love no more* 

*' DIONB. 

How iktkQ ray lids confine thefe rifing woes > [4fdi* 

CLEAKTHES. 

O might I fee* her, ere Death's finger clofe 
Thefe eycS for cvett might herfbften'd bread 
Foi^ive my* lovid with too much ardor preft I 
Then I with peace conld yield my laieft breath. 

DlONB. 
Shall I not calm the fable hour of death, 
And ihew myfelf before him Kr— Ha I he dies. 
See from^ Ivkitrcmlili ng li p: the fpi rit flies f [ AJtk* 

Stay yet awhile. Dione fVaads coofeft. 
He knows n^e net. He faints, he finks to reft. 

.Cl,RAlfTHB8» / 

Tell her, fmce all my hopes in her were loft, 
T^;.4e4t}x,w^s welcome -« [ bus. 
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OlONB. { 

Wliat fudd»i gu09. of gffief my bofom rend ! 
A plant's cujrfe* o'er. 9^y head imftend^ £ 

For difobedient vows; O wretched maid, 
Thofe very vows Evander hath betray M, 
See, at thy feet Cleanthes bath'd in b^ood f 
I^or^to^e of thee he trod this lonely wood'; 
Thou art the cruel authorefs of hJs fate j 
He falls by thine j thou, by Evander's hate. 
Wh«n ihall my frtui IcnoW reft ? Clcftnthes flain 
No longer fighs and we^ps for thy difdain. 
Thou ftill an jciurft. with. love. Blci^l, virgin^ bked* 
liow fhall a wi^etch if cm anxious life be freed i 
My troubled brain with fudden frenzy burns, 
And ihacter'd thou|[Ut now this, now that way turns* 
Wliat do I fee thus glittering on the plains ? 
Ha'T the dread fword yet warm with crimfon flains t 

ITakes up the dagger^ 
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DioNE, Parthenia. 

PARTHENIA. 

Sweet is the walk when night has cooVd the Iiour, 
This path directs me to my fylvan bower. . {4/^*-- 

DIONE. 

Why is my foul with fudden fcar'difmay*d ? 

Why drops my trembling hand the pointed Made ? 

O £b:ing my arm with force ! . . (4/^.* 

T 4 PARTHEN£A» 
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PAltTRBIIlA. 

-p- Meiiheught * vodfe 
Broke through the fiknt «ir»like hutium v«ice. f^f^Uu 

DIONB. 

One well-arm'd blow fhall all my pangs remore, 
Grafp firm the fatal fteel, and ceafe to love [JjUi* 

PARTUENIA. 

Sure 'twas Alexis. Ha ! a fword difplayM I 

Tlie ftretming luilre dam aciofs the ihade, [i(^Aw 

DiONB. 
May Heaven new vigcmr to my Awl inpan. 
And guide the defperate MPeapoa to my heait f IJ/Uk 

PARTHINIA. 

May I the meditated deith arreA ! \HeUs Dione*s baud. 
Strike not, rafh fhepher<] ; fpare thy guiltlefs hreafU 
O give me Arength to flay the threaten'd harm. 
And wrench the dagger from his lifted arm I 

DIONE. 

%Vhat cruel hand wkh-holds the wekome blow I 
In giving life, you but prolong my woe. 
O may not thus th' expe£led (Iroke impend f 
Unloofe thy grafp, and let fwift death defcend« 
But if yon' murder thy red hands hath dy*d; 
Here. Pierce me dcepi let forth the vital tide. 

[ Dione quits tbi dagger . 

PARTHENIA. 
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Wait not thy fate i but this way turn thy eyes : 
Aly virgin hand no purple murder dyes. 



Tttin 
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Turn them Aleids ; and Panhenia know, 
Tis fht prote^s dwe ^om the faul blow, 

DIONS. 

Muft the night-watches by my fighs be told f 
And muft thefe eyes another morn behold 
Through dazling floods ei tears } Ungenerous mahl^ 
The friendly ftivke is by thy haod delayed j 
Call it hot mercy to prolong my breath j 
'Tis but to torture me with lingering death. 

PAHTBENIA. 

What moves thy hand to aft this bloody part ? 
Whence are thefe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart I 
Is that thy friend who lies before thee flain ? 
Is it his wound that recks upon the plain > 
Is 't Lycidaa ? 

DIONK. 

*- No. I the Granger found. 
Ere chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 
He faid ; " As at the rofy dawn of day, 
He from the city took his vagrant way, 
A murdering band pour'd on him from the wood, 
Firft feiz'd his gold, then bath'd their fwords in blood^*^ 

FAHTJIENIA. 

YoUy whofe ambition labours to be great, 
Think on the perils which on riches wait. 
Safe are the ihcphcrd's paths j when fober'Even: 
Streaks with pale light the bending arch of Heaven, 
From dailger free, through defens wild he hies, 
Tlie riling fmoke far o'er the mountain fpies, 

Wliich 
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Which marks "his ififtant cottage r on he far«> 
For liim no murderers lay thcif mghtfy fnares ; 
They pafs him by, they turn tlpeir fteps away s 
Safe Poverty was ne'er the villain's prey. 
At home he Iks fecure in eafy Heep, 
Nq .bar« his iFj-mantled cocti^e keep ; 
No thieves in dreams the fancy 'd dagger hold^ 
And drag him to dete^ tlie buried gold ; 
Kor darts h^ &oin his cou^ch aghafl and pale, . 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 
While Iv;, whofe iroq coiftrs rutl wit;h wealth, 
Harbours beneath his roof Deceit and Stealth ; 
Treachery with lurking pace frequents his walks. 
And clofe behind him horrid Murder (lalks. 
Tis tempting liici^ makes the *f ill'am bold : 
There lies a bleeding facriiice to gold. 

DIONE. ^ 

To live, is l^jit to wake to daily cares 
And journey through a tedious vale of tears. 
Had you not rulh'd between, my life had flown j 
And If lik^ him» no more had forrow known. 

"• PARTHBNIA. . 

When anguiih in the gloonay bofem dwells. 
The counfcl of a friend tlie cloud difpels. 
Give thy breaft vent, the fccret grief impart. 
And fay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. 
To,£ave thy life, kind Heaven has fuecour fent. 
The gods by me thy threateaM fate prevent. 



AlONt. 
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No. To prevent it, is beyond thy power j- 
Thou only canft defer the welcome hour. 
When you the lifted dagger turn'd a&de,* 
Only one road to dpath thy force deny'd ; 
Still fate is in my reach. From mountains higti, 
I>ccp in whofe Ihadow craggy ruins lie» 
Can I not headlong ^ing this weight of woe> 
And da(h out life againft the Hints below ? 
Are there not flreams, antl lakes, and rivers widc^ 
Where my laiV breath may bubble oa the tide .^ 
No« Life fliall never flatter me again » , 
Nor Ihall to-morrow bring new i)gh» and pain^ 

PARTHENIA. ' 

Can I this burthen of thy foul relieve,. 
And calm thy grief? 

DIONE. 

• '- * ' — If thou wilt comfort givc>. 
Plight me thy word, and to that, word be juft j 
When poor Alexis ihall be laid in du(\, « 

That pride no longer (hall command thy mind. 
That thou wilt fpare the friend I leave behind* 
I know his virtue worthy of thy breaft. 
Long in thy love may Lycidas be bleft !^ 

PARTHENIA. 

That fwain (who would my liberty control, ^ 

To pleafe fome Ihort-liv'd tranfport of his foul)^ 
Shows, while his importunijig flame he. moves> 
Tlut 'tis not me, himfelf alone he loves. 

OUfe, 
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O live, nor leave lum by aoisfomiiie picft : 
Tis ihamefttl to ddeit a fnend diftreft. 

DIONE. 

Alas 1 a wretch like me no lofs would prove. 
Would kind Parthenia liften to his love. 

PARTHENIA. 

Why hides thy bofom this myflerious grief? 
£afe thy o*erburthen'd hean, and hope relief. 

DIOWB. 
What profits it to toiich thy tender breaft, 
With wrongs, like mine, which ne'er can be vedrcft } 
Let in my beait die fatal fecret die. 
Nor call up forrow in another's eye I 



SCENE III. 
PxoMe, Parthbhia^ Lycidas. 

LYCIDAS. 
If Laura right direct the darkfome ways. 
Along thefe paths the penfive ihepherd ilhiys. Ijf/Uf, 

DIONB. 

Let not a tear for me roll down thy che^H* 

O would my throbbing fighs my heart-Arings break ! 

Why was my brcaft the lifted ftroke deny*d ? 

Muft then again the deathful deed be try'd ? 

Yes. 'Tis refolv'd. 

iSnatcbes tbi dagger from Panhenia. 

PARTHB- 
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PARTHBNIA. 

** Ahy hold ; forbear, forbear ! 
LYCIDAS. 

Methought Dllhtfs with fhrieks alarm'd my ear. 

PARTHBNIA. 

Strike not. Ye gods, defend him from the wound f 

LYCIDA8. 

Yes. 'Tis Parthenia's voice, I know the found. 
Some fylvan raviiher would force the maid. 
And Laura fent me to her virtue's aid. 
Die, villain, die ; and feek the ihades below. 

ILycidsis fftatcbes the daggtrfrom Dione, and 
Jiabs ber, 

DiorE. 
Whoe*er thou art, I blefs thee for the blow. 

LYCIDAS. 

Sinco Heaven ordain'd this arm thy life ihould guard, 
O hear my vows ! be love the juft reward. 

PARTHENIA. 

kather let vengetace, with her fwifteft fpeed. 
Overtake thy flight, and recom|)ence the deed ! 
Why flays the thunder in the upper iky } 
Gather, ye clouds ; ye forky lightnings, fly : 
On thee may all the wrath of Heaven defcend, 
Whofe barbarous hand hath flain a faithful friend. 
Biehold Alexis 1 

LYCIDiU. 
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LYCIDAS. , 

—Would that treacherous boy 
HaTc forcM thy vimie to his brutal joy ? 
%\liat ix>uz'(! his patfioo ro this hold advance ? 
Did c'ef thy eyes coofefs one willtfig glaxKX ? 
I know, the faichlefs youth his tnift betray 'd; 
An^ well the da^cr haih my wroDgs repaid. 

D20 N E. ( Raifing herjelfon Ur arm. 
Breaks not Eraoder's voice alonv the glade ? 
Ha ! is It he who holds the reeking blade ! 
There needed not or poifon, ftrord, or dart ; 
Thy faithlefs vows, alas ! had broke my heart. [Afide, 

PARTHENIA. 

C5 tremble, fljephcrd, for thy raih cfFence, 
The fword is dy'u with murder'd innocence I 
His gcntld foul CO bmtal palfion ftiz*d. 
Nor at my hoiom was the dagger rais'd { 
Self-murder was his aim ; the youtli I found 
Whelm*d in defpair, alid ftay'd the falling wound. 

DiOfiE. 
Into what mifchiefb is the lover led, 
VVho calls down vengeance on Ihs' pcrjur'd head 1 
O may he iie^ bewail this defperate deed. 
And ma/, anksoWJi, unwept, Dione bleed ! [Afi^t, 

lyc:das. 
"Wbat horrors on the guilty mind attepd ! 
His conference had reveng'cl an injur'd friend, 
Hadft'thou not held tlie Arokc. In death he fought 
To lofe the heait-confuming pain of tho^jght. * 

. : Did 



Bid ndt the fmooth-tongu'd boy perfidioas pff>vCy 
Plead his own pafGon, and betray my love ? 

DIONS. 

O let him ne'er this Weeding vi6lim know? 

Left his rafli tranfport, to revenge the blow. 

Should in his dearer heart the dagger (lain ! 

That wound would pierce my foul with double parn. 

PARTHENIA. 
How did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 
With moving eloquence thy griefs unfold ! 

LYCIDAS. 

Was he thus faithful ? thus, to friend Aip true? 
Then I *m a wretch. All peace of mind, adieu ! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alexis, fpcak; unclofe thofe lids again. 

I Fiiftgs bifnjelfon the ground near Dionc, 
See at thy feet the barbarous villain kneel ! 
'Tis Lycidas who grafps the bloody fteel. 
Thy once-lov'd friend. — Yet, ere I ceafc to live, 
Canft thou a wretched penitent forgive ? 

DlONE. 

When low "beneath the fable mould I reft. 

May a (incerer friendfliip Ihare thy breaft ! 

Why are thofe heaving groans ? (ah ! ceafe to weep!) 

May my loft^namc in dark oblivion fleep; 

Let this fad tale no fpcaking ftonc declare, 

From futtiTc eyes to draw a pitying tear. 

I Lee 
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Let o*er mj grave the kveling ptaagh-flmre pafl^ 

Mark not the fpoc; forget that e'er I was. 

Then mayft thou with Parthenia's We be bleft. 

And not one thought on mc thy joys moled ! 

My fwimming eyes are ovcr-powcr'd with light. 

And darkening Ihadows fl^et before my (ight : 

May'ft thou be happy ! ah I my foul is free. [Dtfi. 

LYCIDAS. 

O cruel (hepherdefsy for love of thee [To Panhenia. 
This fatal deed was done. 



SCENE THE LAST. 
LrciDASi Parthenia, Laura. 

LAURA. 

—Alexis (lain I 

LYCIDAS. 

Yes, *Twas I did it. Sec this crimfon ftain ! 
My hands with blood of innocence are dy'd. 
O may tlie moon her filver beauty hide 
In rolling clouds I my foul abhors the lights 
Shade, (hade the murderer in eternal night I 

LAURA. 

No rival fliepherd is before thee laid ; 
There bled the chaded, the fincered maid 
That ever figh'd foi love. On her pale face. 
Cannot tby weeping eyes the feature trace 

a or 



. D l^ O N E. . At 

bfthy .once dear Dio&e ? With* wan car^; ; 
Sunk are thofe eyeS| «ad Uvld IVkln de^uf ' 

LYCIVAS. 

Shoe I .. . : 

LAITKA. 

*-There pore confiaiiey li^ dead f* 

^Vci6as. 
May heaven Ihower vengeance on this pcrjur'd head I 
As the dry branch that withers on the ground, 
So, bladed be the hand that gave the wound I 
Off J hold me not. This heart deferves the ftroke ; 
rris black with treachery. Yes : the vows are broke 

IStabs bim/tlf* 
Which I fo often fwore. Vain world, adieu I 
Though I was falfe in life, in death I 'm true. [Diit^ 

LAURA. 

To-morrow fhall the funeral rites be paid. 
And thefe Love-vi6^ims in one grave be laid. 

PARTHENIA. 

There (hall the yew her fable branches fpread. 
And mournful cyprefs rear her fringed head. 

LAURA. 

From thence ihall thyme and myrtle fend perfume, . 
And laurel ever-green o'erihade tlie tomb. 

PARTHENIA. 

Come, Laura, let us leave this horrid wood, , 
Where ftreams tlic purple grafs with lovers* blood ; 
Vol. II. U Come 
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Come to my bower. And, as we forrowing go^ 
Let poor IHone's ilofy fted my woe 
Widk heait-reliering tears.—- 

UkU R A. [Painting to DioM 

—Unhappy maid ! 
Hadft thou a parent'^ juft command obey'd, 
Thoa yet hadft liv'd. — But Avho ih^Il Love advife ? 
Love fcorns command, and breaks all other ties. 
Henceforth, ye fwsdns, be true to vows profeft; 
For certain vengeance ftrikes the peijur'd breafL 
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